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A honkie cop busted 
her roommate and 
Sambo is mad. 


You don't mess 
with this bitch! 
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ELECTRONICS 


Backed by years of experience, and miles ahead of other 
car stereo manufactures in audio technology, JSE has 
designed an entirely new and unique line of Car Stereos, 
Amplifiers, Equalizer/Boosters, and Speakers that meets 

the needs of even the most critical car audio buff. 
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Equiped with outstanding features, such as “Electronic 
Tuning, Music Search, Auto Reverse, Separate Bass and 
Treble”, arejusta few of the many functions available 
on your JSE Car Stereo. 


For more information on JSE products, see your local 
dealer, or call JSE at 800-421-5632 


2 % JET SOUND ELECTRONICS 


1000 EAST DEL AMO BOULEVARD, CARSON, CALIFORNIA 90746 
(213) 637-1001 (800) 421-5632 


ay Johnstone has played baseball with eight major- 

league teams since 1966. A member of the World 

Champion 1978 Yankees and 1981 Dodgers, he 
recently collaborated with Rick Talley in writing Tempo- 


rary Insanity-Uncensored Adventures of Baseball’s 
Craziest Player (Contemporary Books, $13.95). 


This is a test. The next time you drive past a 
bunch of kids playing baseball in a schoolyard 
or vacant lot, look to see if anybody is having 
fun-even if they’re making mistakes. Damn 
right they are. Baseball is fun. Didn’t you 
have fun when you played it as a kid? I know 
I did. So why does it have to change when 
ballplayers reach the major leagues? 

Hey, I know it’s a business and guys are 
making millions of dollars playing this little 
boys’ game, but does that mean it can’t be 
fun? Not for me it doesn’t. They don’t call me 
Crazy Jay and Moon Man without good reason. 
I've cut the middle out of pitcher Rick Sutcliffe’s 
undershorts, hidden a brownie in Steve Garvey’s 
first baseman’s mitt, painted Dodgertown (the team’s 
Florida training facility) green and taped Band-Aids 
all over shortstop Bill Russell’s glove. 

I've been doing nutty things since I was a rookie. But 
why? Why do I stuff pillows inside my shirt and imitate my 
manager, Tom Lasorda? Why do I keep on sticking that large 
penis-head microphone (PRC Network) into serious media in- 
terviews? Sometimes I wonder myself. 

Admittedly I’m a little different. But then so is Tug McGraw, 
who when asked if he preferred grass to artificial turf, replied, 
“I never smoked turf.” 

Hey, John Lowenstein would attack birthday cakes with a bat. 
Bert Blyleven gave chewing tobacco to his Little League play- 
ers. Bill Lee once got fined $250 for sprinkling marijuana on 
his pancakes. I figure that makes me just one of the boys. 

Unfortunately, we’re a vanishing breed. Today’s ballplayers 
are more concerned about tax brackets, agents, financial con- 
sultants and guaranteed contracts than clubhouse yuks. 

Frankly, I believe a little craziness helps keep a clubhouse 
loose. There’s always pressure, and one way to alleviate it is to 
laugh ... even when it hurts. You show me a clubhouse where 
there is laughter, and I'll show you a team with a chance to win. I 
really believe that. When Danny Ozark was my manager with the 
Philadelphia Phillies, he always said, “You can’t play baseball with 
a tight asshole.” Danny always was a guy for fancy words. 

Believe me, giggling is better than gagging, even when the 
giggle comes at the expense of one of your teammates. Consid- 
er Dave Stewart of the Texas Rangers. He got into an embar- 
rassing situation last winter in Los Angeles, It seems he was ar- 
rested in downtown L.A. and charged with lewd conduct after 
being caught in his automobile with a transvestite named 
Lucille. Stew, of course, didn’t know Lucille wasn’t a legit 
Lucille. He was more surprised than the cops. So what hap- 
pened when Stew showed up for training camp? His teammates 
were waiting in the locker room to sing an old Kenny Rogers 
song, “You picked a fine time to leave me, Lucille.” And Dave’s 
former teammate with the Dodgers, Jerry Reuss, offered the ul- 
timate pitcher’s compliment by stating that, “Stew has the best 
move in baseball with a man on.” 

Reuss has a twisted mind. For example, how would you like to 
receive a memo written on official medical stationery that read: 
“Due to an abnormality in your urine sample, please bring us 
another”? Reuss did that in spring training one year at Dodger- 
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town. He had guys pissing in bottles all over Vero Beach, won- 
dering how they were going to explain the “abnormality” to 
their wives. Mad Doctor Reuss has also been known to con guys 
into showing up at the dispensary with sperm samples. 

I have participated in the foolishness. Once, I showed up at 
the Dodgertown doctor’s office with what the nurse thought 
was a urine sample. But before she could process it, I said, 
“Hey, this looks a little cloudy, doesn’t it? Maybe I’d better run 
it through again.” With that, I drank everything in the vial- 
which was really just apple juice—and said, “Excuse me. I'll go 
fill it up again, and I’m sure it'll be okay.” Sick, right? Nobody 
said ballplayers were normal. 

Like the time Reuss and I put on groundskeepers’ uniforms 
and dragged the infield at Dodger Stadium. Yes, it was during a 
game. It wasn’t easy either, swaggering like those groundskeep- 
ers and trying to keep that lattice in a straight line. Lasorda al- 
most had a heart attack when he looked up at Diamond Vision 
and saw us wearing those coveralls. Now we’re finished, and we 
follow the real groundskeepers up the aisle behind home plate 
at Dodger Stadium, right through the crowd, and people are 
cheering us. But when we got back to the dugout, Lasorda was 
spitting fire. “You guys are fined $200.” 

That wasn’t the end of it. We had to run back through the 
tunnel to change into our Dodger uniforms. I just knew 
Lasorda would pull something. He did, just as I was returning. 
Still trying to buckle my belt, I heard him yelling, “Where the 
fuck is Johnstone?! Jay . . . get a bat. You’re the pinch hitter!” 

“I’m here! I’m here!” I yelled, and I was still panting when I 
stepped to the plate. But there is justice in the world. I hit a 2-1 
pitch over the right-field fence for a home run. And when I got 
back to the dugout, the place was up for grabs. Guys were roll- 
ing on the floor, and Lasorda couldn’t believe his eyes. So I 
started shaking everybody’s hand, and when I got to Tommy, I 
just said, “Listen, Skip . . . next time you need me, I'll be in the 
groundskeepers’ room.” 


- 


; y “ 
= oe oe oe ee ee ~ — 


Please Print 
Name 
Address 


State Zip 
All magazines delivered in unmarked wrappers. 
All subscription prices subject to change without notice 
Sorry, no subscription orders from Canada can be accepted 


Please allow 6 to 8 weeks for delivery of your first issue and calendar. 


City 


OFFER EXPIRES NOVEMBER 30, 1985 


HUSTLER 
FLYNT SUBSCRIPTION 
COMPANY INC. 
P.O. Box 67068 
Los Angeles, CA 90067-9944 
() Catendar and 12 months of HUSTLER for $37.50 
alendar and 24 months of HUSTLER for $64.95 
Additional calendars @$3.95 each. 
Please add $1 for postage and handling for each 
calendar. 
Foreign orders add $8 per year. 
C) New Subscription OC Renewal 
[350% discount to all U.S. servicemen overseas 


Have a different wide- 
open woman at your 
fingertips each month! 
Order your HUSTLER 
Subscription now, and 
she l/ be on her way to 
you-hot off the presses! 


» OFFER EXPIRES 
MOVEMBER 30, 1985 


/ 


YES! | want a HUSTLER subscription, and | want the 

FREE HUSTLER CALENDAR 

Enclosed is my O check 0) money order (cash not accepted), 
or charge to my 0 VISA 0) MC 


MAKE CHECK PAYABLE TO F.S.C. INC CFYHH 


Exp. Date | 
mo. 


Interbank No. 


Signature (| am over 18 years of age.) = 


Phone Number (include Area Code) 


JEALOUS VIXENS: 


A straight guy in a coed choir is like a dia- 
mond shining in a goat’s ass. So, for the 
many attractive, sensitive, neurotically 
oversexed girls in my high-school choir, I 
was the only game in town. But Jill wasn’t 
a girl in the choir. She was my student 
teacher. 

I was 17 and a high-school senior. She 
was 22 and gorgeous. Jill had olive skin, 
green eyes and light-blond hair, suggest- 
ing a mysterious racial origin. She was 
short, but her tits stretched her otherwise 
oversized monogram sweater, and her 
taut little ass lifted the pleats on her 
jumper as she pranced from the sopranos 
to the basses, leaving at least one stiff in- 
strument in her wake. At first I thought 
her merciless flirting was all a tease, but I 
soon got up the balls to meet her cunning 
glances and remark on her presumably 
professional interest in touching my 
throat during my private lessons. 

One Saturday I was at a local high 
school, competing for a place in the dis- 
trict chorus. Jill was one of the judges. My 
testosterone came through for me, and I 
placed first in the baritone competition. 
She fluttered over to congratulate me 
and, with a demure glance, suggested 
that I give her a ride to the football game 
across town. Once we were alone in the 
parking lot, she slid her hand in my coat 
pocket, complaining that she was cold. As 
a Catholic-raised Sicilian kid, my prick 
got hard when I put my own hand in my 
coat pocket. And, by midnight, not even 
an entire novena would get me out of 
purgatory 

In the car we talked about everything— 
Plato, poetry and how people who talked 
about Plato and poetry just needed to get 
laid. Finally, we got down to it. Jill 
grabbed my stick shift and told me how 
long she’d fantasized about making love 
to me. Going to the football game was no 
longer a priority. I suggested we go some- 
place quiet, say, her college dorm. 

Jill was reluctant at first because her 
roommate, Pam, was getting back from a 
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sorority trip that day. I persuaded her to 
take her chances, however, and we hur- 
ried to her place, both of us quivering 
with anticipation. 

There was a picture of Pam on their 
dorm-room wall. I had noticed an edge 
on Jill's voice when she spoke of Pam ear- 
lier, but I was genuinely surprised at her 
anger when I remarked on how attractive 
her roommate was. “I suppose she’s 
okay,” Jill finally conceded, “but she can 
be a real bitch when she hasn’t been as 


for a while. She’s ridiculously horny.” 

I let the issue drop, not to distract Jill 
from the student-teacher relationship at 
hand. By the time I'd settled down among 
the stuffed animals on her bed, however, 
Jill was wearing nothing but her plaid 
jumper. “Better than Pam any day, don’t 
you think?” she giggled. 

I stepped over Jill’s lace panties, un- 
buttoning my shirt as I began kissing her 
gorgeous breasts. I thrust my tongue 
down along the contours of her cleavage, 
and her sighs became short and tense as I 
made my way to her stomach. Just when I 
was about to take her to the floor, Jill lift- 
ed her jumper with one hand and forced 
me to my knees with the other. I was star- 
ing right at my teacher’s lovely pussy. 


Jill’s knees buckled as I darted my 
tongue deep between her legs, and she 
fell back onto Pam’s bed. She moaned 
and groaned as I went wild on her slice. 
The taste was raw, savage, primitive, Pat- 
ent it, | thought. Pour it over ice. 

Jill’s back arched with repeated or- 
gasms; her stomach heaved. I stopped for 
a moment to undo my pants and said with 
typical teenage aplomb, “Okay, Teach, I 
bit your biscuit. Now you polish my 
knob.” But Jill was clearly no longer 
earthbound. Eyes closed, she whispered 
hoarsely, “Fuck me. Pam would be so 
jealous. You’ve got to fuck me.” 

That’s the kind of order I always fol- 
low. I removed my jeans and, placing my 
arms beneath her thighs, slid up her body 
until her heels were braced on my shoul- 
ders, and eased my cock in. 

Once inside her gripping pussy I began 
stroking like a maniac. “That’s it, that’s 
it,” she coached over and over again. 
“Fuck it deep,” she groaned as her body 
shuddered with each thrust. 

After about a half hour of this luscious, 
slow squanking, I raised my head from 
Jill’s breasts to get some air, and there 
stood Pam at the door, suitcase in hand. I 
expected rage or embarrassment, but in- 
stead Pam smiled secretively, put a finger 
to her lips and with my high-school jacket 
in her hand snuck up behind Jill. “So 
what do you think you're doing, dearie, 
in my bed?” 

Jill squealed in surprise and, though 
her snatch snapped tightly shut around 
my prick, I managed to dismount. I had 
no fucking idea what to expect next. Jill’s 
surprise quickly turned to anger. “You 
whore!” she screamed. “How long have 
you been watching?” 

“Long enough to make your name dirt 
with the dean,” Pam threatened. “Now 
get your ass out of the room, and I might 
forget the whole thing.” As she dressed, 
Jill tossed me my jeans, but Pam inter- 
cepted them. “Leave your little friend 
here,” Pam said with an evil grin, leaving 
little to either of our imaginations as to 
my impending fate. 

It was hard to believe these two gor- 
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geous women were on the verge of duk- 
ing it out over a teenager, but I was in no 
mood to stop them. “It'll be all right, 
Jill,” Lassured her. “You’d better step out 
for a little while ‘cause Pam seems serious 
about blowing the whistle on you other- 
wise.” Jill headed for the door, casting a 
livid glance at Pam, who had already 
begun unbuttoning her blouse for cruel 
effect. I was about to make the noble sac- 
rifice. What a guy. 

Pam was even better-looking in per- 
son—auburn hair, dark-brown eyes and a 
light, creamy complexion. She was slight- 
er than Jill, her breasts small. Her nipples 
were erect from the cold, her anger or 
perhaps anticipation of things to come. 
“We’ll see who gives you the better ride,” 
she grinned as soon as Jill had closed the 
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stroke, and her back arched as I eased 
out. I lifted her hips off the bed, and she 
buried her face in the pillow, screaming 
as I increased the pace and power of my 
thrusting motions. We were both about 
to come, but I wanted to tease more than 
please; so I pulled out just as Pam began 
to convulse. Switching ends, I slid my 
hips beneath Pam’s face, guiding her 
head toward my wet, throbbing cock. She 
resisted at first, mostly out of surprise, 
but with a little persuasion she quickly 
took me into her mouth, gobbling my 
dick ferociously and rubbing her pussy at 
the same time. I shot my wad into her 
mouth almost immediately. Pam groaned 
and giggled triumphantly as she swal- 
lowed the jism that had Jill’s name on it. 

Pam licked and sucked me until I was 
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I slid my hips beneath Pam’s face, guiding her head to- 
ward my wet, throbbing cock. She resisted at first. 


door. She was out of her clothes in sec- 
onds. What a tight little body! 

Unlike Jill, she was in no mood to be se- 
duced or play games; she knew just what 
she wanted. Pam jumped onto Jill’s bed 
and, sliding her hands inside her thighs, 
spread her legs like a Japanese fan. “I 
want your tongue inside me,” she com- 
manded. No begging from this bitch. 

Let’s just say I have a problem with au- 
thority. I dragged Pam to the edge of the 
bed and, flipping her over on her stom- 
ach, drove my cock deep inside her. 

“Save your orders for Jill,” I growled. 
“You've got nothing on me.” 

I was pounding like a piston. Pam’s 
hands tore at the sheets on each forward 
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hard again. For the second time I posi- 
tioned myself behind Pam and began fe- 
verishly pumping her pussy. She was on 
the edge of orgasm again, moaning, “My 
God, you’ve got to fuck me up the ass. 
Please, please fuck my ass.” Since she had 
asked nicely this time, I obliged. 

Rubbing her breasts with one hand 
and stroking her clitoris with the other, I 
gently plucked her rosebud (with no 
hands). By now, Pam’s groans were im- 
possible to identify as human. Her body 
flexed and relaxed in rhythm with each 
pelvic push, culminating in a thunderous 
orgasm; her legs thrashed as she grabbed 
at her hair and bit the pillow. 

There was a timid knock at the door 


just as I sprayed my cum deep inside 
Pam. Barely missing a beat, I slipped out 
of her hole and into my pants, leaving her 
sprawled across Jill’s bed. I finished 
dressing, grabbed my coat and opened 
the door. 

Jill stood in the hall, silent, her eye- 
brows raised as if to ask, “Well, what’s the 
verdict?” I smiled at her, and winked re- 
assuringly. Jill looked through the door- 
way and spotted Pam still lying on her 
bed—perhaps out of exhaustion, perhaps 
for effect, I didn’t know which. But I was 
through trying to figure out their game. I 
put on my coat. “Goodbye,” Jill said, now 
brimming with confidence. 

Pam leapt from Jill’s bed. “I'll see you, 
Tony,” she said expectantly. I smiled at 
Pam, and winked reassuringly. -T. B. 

Charleston, South Carolina 


FARSIDE: 


I met Janice at the bar around 9:30 p.m. 
The place was dark, small and filled with 
cigarette smoke. All the guys were watch- 
ing a ball game on television or sneaking 
peeks at Janice over their shoulders. She 
looked great in a yellow sleeveless top 
with spaghetti-string straps. It exposed 
the upper crest of her cleavage, and the 
material was so thin that the small, hard- 
ened circles of her nipples were visible. 
She tasted like vodka and lime when she 
leaned forward to kiss me. 

I apologized for being late—I'd had 
trouble getting away from my wife. Janice 
asked me to polish off the remains of her 
vodka gimlet so we could leave. I finished 
the drink and left a five on the table. 

Arm and arm in the parking lot, we 
headed for her Corvette. I snuck my right 
hand up her side and grabbed a tit, 
squeezing fondly and pinching her stiff 
nipple between my fingers. The shop- 
ping-center parking lot was empty, but 
that wouldn't have made any difference 
anyway. She leaned her ass against her 
car door and parted her legs. The short 
hem of her red skirt gave way to long, 
suntanned legs. I pressed into her, my 
hard crotch rubbing against Janice’s 
skirt. Her hands grabbed my ass, pulling 
me even more tightly against her. She 
sighed, sticking her tongue into my 
mouth, looking for mine, and moaned, “I 
want you to fuck me.” 

I reached up the sides of her skirt. She 
wasn’t wearing panties. Separating her 
buttocks, I stretched my hands under the 
curve of her ass and felt her pussy rush- 
ing with wetness. Two fingers slipped into 
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her opening, fucking up between her 
legs. Biting her throat, I pushed my fin- 
gers in and out of her, drawing more wet 
heat onto her labia. When her folds were 
slick with excitement, I massaged a taut 
pressure over her clit. 

Janice’s knees weakened. Her abdo- 
men thrust into me, making it hard to 
keep my fingers working her cunt. “I’m 
coming,” she moaned, fingernails dig- 
ging into the seat of my jeans. Her ass 
banged back and forth into her car door, 
catching my forearm every time, but I 
kept working her pussy from behind until 
Janice had to quiet her screams by biting 
into my shoulder. 

“God, yes.” She kissed me, throwing 
her straw-blond hair over her shoulders. 
The blunt-cut tips of her bangs were 
damp with perspiration. As I took my 
hand out of her skirt, Janice lifted it up, 
exposing her dark-blond pussy hairs as 
she fanned the short length of material 
up and down, cooling her legs and hotly 
aroused cunt. 

Just then the parking-lot lights went 
off, leaving us in darkness. Janice 
grabbed my swollen crotch. “Think we 
blew a fuse,” she whispered. “Come on, 
let’s go for a ride. I found a new place.” 

We had to take separate cars since 
Janice’s husband would be home by mid- 
night, and she couldn't afford to stay out 
too late. She drove the back roads hard, 
but my Fiat had little trouble keeping up 
with her. She led me out to the site of a 
new development named Farside. The 
roads were all laid out over acres of roll- 
ing hills, but there were no houses yet. 

Following the sloping road, I lost sight 
of Janice’s lights. My playful pussy had 
killed her headlights and was driving in 
the dark, no doubt having familiarized 
herself with the roads in advance. I 
gunned the engine to catch up, but I sud- 
denly caught a glimpse of a figure bolting 
across the road. It was Janice, running 
down a hill to the left. 

I turned the Fiat off, but kept the 
headlights on so that they would light up 
the hillside. As soon as I had gotten out of 
the car and begun running after her, Jan- 
ice stopped. She stood boldly in the light- 
ed path of my headlights and undid her 
skirt. Bottomless, she threw her skirt to- 
ward me and started dancing. 

Her hips churned as she spun in place, 
poking her ass toward me. I stood and 
watched as a strap to her top came down. 
She let her right tit pop free, caressing it 
with loving fingers while her abdomen 
continued to pump. 
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“Whoa!” she screamed, getting into 
her own wildness. She ripped off her top 
and twirled it over her head. After a few 
revolutions, she tossed it toward her 
abandoned skirt. 

I walked toward her. Slowly. Loving 
the way her hands played with her breasts 
and shot between her legs to pull at her 
pussy. My cock was pounding in my 
pants, wanting her. 

And there we were, using an open field 
of uncut grass as a playground, with my 
headlights shining on us like stage lights. 

Janice stood still now. Her hands 
found a groove between her legs. With 
her eyes closed and sighs growing louder, 
she bent forward and finger-fucked her- 
self. She turned her back to me, bent at 
the waist even farther, and let me see her 
poking two fingers in and out of her 
cunt, slipping them up her channel. 

When I was a few feet from her, she 
moved her touches away from her pussy 
and grabbed hold of her thighs to sup- 
port her bent-over posture. I admired 
the wet entrance to her pussy while I un- 
dressed, taking my time, letting the antic- 
ipation build in my cock. 

When I grabbed hold of her hips, Jan- 
ice sighed. My cock head pressed into her 
ass, moving down to her opening. She 
reached in between her legs and took my 
shaft in her fingers, leading me inside her 
pussy, then bracing for the forward 
thrust of my hips. 

My cock went into her with such a hun- 


ger we stumbled forward. Janice man- 
aged to keep her balance, and my entire 
length seared into her from behind, 

We each moaned with every peak of my 
cock’s jutting stroke. It took more and 
more strength to hold Janice’s hips and 
keep her from falling. Finally, we tum- 
bled forward, with her sprawling face- 
down in the grass, her ass raised, and my 
cock banging in and out of her. 

I reached under her rib cage for her 
tit, fondling her, feeling semen rushing 
up my cock, ready to shoot. I wasn’t hold- 
ing anything back. Couldn't. She was just 
too damned hot, Her pussy was too wet. 
Too tight. 

She got her hands down between her 
legs, between her naked body and the 
grass, and pumped her pussy in time with 
my cock’s thrusts. “Come. Do it. Come. 
I’m ready.” 

Taking hold of both her tits, I let it all 
go. My prick was firing hot and deep as I 
slapped my loins against her ass, going at 
her hard and fast. Janice started crying 
out when the first spasm of my cock sent 
a rush of cum into her pussy. Her head 
thrashed from side to side. 

And my climax kept rushing higher 
and higher. My face felt hot and damp 
with sweat. The whole time Janice was 
gasping with hot passion; I kept pumping 
her, making sure my cock was taking her 
all the way through her orgasm. 

When we each became quiet, breath- 

(continued on page 58) 


She was on the edge of orgasm again, moaning, “My 
God, you've got to fuck me up the ass.” 


Tongue 
In Chic 


She’s wet, she’s wild... and 
she’s CHIC. That’s what 
makes CHIC so special. It’s 
dripping with mouth- 
watering women who could 
satisfy any man’s tastes. And 
there’s more-fascinating, 
no-holds-barred articles on 
subjects too hot for other 
magazines to handle and 
outrageous modern humor. 
All this plus regular columns 
to enhance your lifestyle and 
health, like Sex Life and Dope, 
and pure-entertainment 
columns such as Odds & Ends, 
Music Notes and Trivia Trip. 
Clip out the coupon below and 
subscribe today to the 
magazine that does it with 
style—CHIC. 
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Please Print CHIC Enclosed is my OD check Ci money order (cash not accepted), 
FLYNT SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY, INC. or charge to my 1) VISA 0 MC: 
Lia. oF aie Ls P.O. Box 67068 MAKE CHECK PAYABLE TO F.S.C. INC. CFYHC 
Name Los Angeles, CA 90067-9944 r I ca — ry | * ] 
es YES! | want to subscribe to CHIC. i beat 1 is | 
Address InterbankNo.) || | Exp. Date | | | 
City State Zip US. FOREIGN ee 
01 year @ $37.50 (1 year @ $42.50 
ALL MAGAZINES DELIVERED IN UNMARKED WRAPPERS - : = 
Subscription prices subject to change without notice 02 years @ $64.95 (12 years @ $74.95 Signature (| am 18 or older) Date 
O33 years @ $87.45 (3 years @ $99.95 


Sorry, no Canadian subscriptions accepted! ee at 
“ ‘ Phone Number (include Area Code) 
OiNew Subscriber (CiRenewal 
[150% discount to all U.S. servicemen overseas 


Please allow 6 to 8 weeks to process your subscription. 


BLACK & WHITE (CONTINUED): 
I’m writing in regard to all those racial 
letters you get. I’m fuckin’ sick and tired 
of these geeky rednecks writin’ and 
puttin’ down blacks and people who asso- 
ciate with and fuck blacks. If people (par- 
ticularly whites) wanna mix, so be it. I for 
one like it. Most of the chicks I go out 
with are white. Whatcha think about 
that? If I ever meet up with any of these 
people who don’t like it, I’m gonna kick 
their asses. In the Bible it don’t say 
nothin’ about people not bein’ able to 
mix; so what y’all complainin’ for? Who 
knows? I (or any other black guy for that 
matter) might be fucking your daugh- 
ter(s). Ha, ha! You don’t like that, do ya? 
This is all I got to say on the subject. You 
be hearing more from me, suckers! If you 
rednecks got anything to say, I wanna 
hear it. —Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


When are these zipper-headed people 
going to wake up and take a look at the 
world realistically? I've been an avid 
reader of HUSTLER for a couple of 
years. But all I see in your Feedback col- 
umn are more and more letters from pro- 
grammed people who can’t grow up and 
develop their own rationale, instead of 
reprocessing the same old shit! I had to 
write. Keep up the good work. Hello to 
everybody at HUSTLER. 
—A Very Nauseated Tim T. 
Lincoln, Rhode Island 


We’re glad to know you’re nauseated, Tim, 
and not programmed. 


SOUR KRAUT RESPONSE: 
This letter is addressed to Craig A., 
whose letter was printed in the Septem- 
ber ’85 Feedback column. 

You have pissed me off by saying that 
all Germans are pigs. Iam a German—not 
a pig but a human being. I’m not saying 
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that Hitler was right, but just because he 
started to mass-murder Jews doesn’t 
mean that all Germans are bad. Your 
warped mental process is the same as Hit- 
ler’s was. You start thinking that one race 
is to blame for all your problems; so you 
get your friends to think as you do and 
then their friends. The next thing you 
know, Jews are going to be stuffing Ger- 
mans into ovens, 

If all Jews think as you do, I feel sorry 
for you. If you think that the Germans 
were weak because they followed Hitler, 
then you are in for a surprise. In the Bible 
it was predicted that the Jews were going 
to suffer, and they did. In another pas- 
sage it predicted that the Jews are going 
to fall for a false savior, the antichrist. So 
it’s not that a race is weak; it’s just that it 
hints that it is right because no one race is 
more powerful or superior. There are 
good and bad in all races, Yes, even Jews! 
You have to seriously rethink the way that 
you think. —M. S. 

Bakersfield, California 


I am writing concerning a letter in your 
September ‘85 issue from Craig A. 
Craig A., you Jewish fuck, if your head 
wasn’t up your ass, you’d know how many 
German people died fighting for Ameri- 
cain World War IT. Before you call anoth- 


RETRACTION 
In its August 1984 issue, HUSTLER 
Magazine published in its Feedback sec- 
tion a letter that had been sent in the 
name of Glenn and Joan Dickerson. 
When HUSTLER published the letter, 


HUSTLER believed that it had come 
from the Dickersons. Subsequently, 
HUSTLER was informed that they had 
not sent the letter. HUSTLER regrets 
any inconvenience or embarrassment 
they might have experienced as a result 
of its publication. 


er race scumbags, pigs or weak, think be- 

fore you make yourself look like an 

ignorant asshole. I am sure that other 

Jews wouldn’t be too enthused to learn 
that an ass-wipe like you is Jewish also. 

—Carl A. 

Buffalo, New York 


I would like to address Darlene C., who 
wrote a Feedback letter printed in your 
August '85 issue (“Asshole Candidate”). 
You are an asshole for putting down Hit- 
ler, who was making a better world for 
the white race. But you are too stupid to 
understand what the words white race 
mean. Jews and niggers are the scumbags 
of the Earth. I think the Jews are sickest 
of all the races. So all I got to say to you is, 

fuck off and die, asshole! 
And to you, Larry Flynt, thank you for 
the best magazine of all! —Whiskey 
Vacaville, California 


VINDICTIVELY RACIST? 

I have perceived recently what I consider 
to be a disproportionately large amount 
of racist humor in the form of cartoons in 
HUSTLER. I find this disappointing in a 
magazine that upholds such admirable 
liberal principles as freedom of speech 
and freedom of the press, among others. 
While your humor is often crass, to say 
the least, it is obviously intended to be so. 
(I do not read your magazine for the 
same reasons that I would read The New 
Yorker.) Is this preponderance of racist 
humor (specifically in your August *85 
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edition) also intended, or was it simply an 
unfortunate coincidence? 

I am not what I consider to be a radical 
overzealous proponent of civil rights who 
becomes incensed at the slightest in- 
fringement of racial impartiality. I realize 
that a joke perceived to be racist by an au- 
dience could be intended to be purely hu- 
morous, not vindictively racist. The ele- 
ment of race involved can simply be a 
vehicle with which to achieve the desired 
humorous effect. Your cartoons and 
jokes, which I personally may find some- 
what distasteful, certainly cannot be con- 
demned by me as simply callous racist 
slurs and would be tolerated. 

If the intent of your humor is simply 
humor, then it is tolerable, but there 
should be less of it. If, on the other hand, 
your humor is simply meant to be a vul- 
gar attack on a specific race within socie- 
ty, it is not humor. -S. L.N. 

Kingston, Ontario, Canada 


As we've said countless times over the years, 
we're poking fun at ethnic stereotypes. What 
other publication treats blacks and Ku Klux 
Klan members, or Jews and Nazis, with equal 
irreverence? 


I am a very big fan of yours and hope to 
buy almost every issue. But I don’t partic- 
ularly like getting off on looking at the 
September ’85 Bits and Pieces item per- 


/ ; 


THANX AND $50 To EX- GIRLFRIEND, BOSTON, MA 


taining to blacks (“Jungle Bunnies”). 
Sure, I’ve heard of the expressions yard 
apes, porch monkeys, jigaboos and jun- 
gle bunnies, but I didn’t expect to take 
you seriously. Those rabbits in the pic- 
ture “are” adorable, but when they’re all 
incognito, they look like they could rule 
the world. I’m damn surprised that Mr. T 
isn’t looking into this, and by golly I hope 
he does. Yeah, you may say smut about 
him behind his back, but when he’s in the 
flesh, you all are a bunch of nutless cow- 
ards praying all of this is a nightmare in- 
stead of reality. 

If you ask me, I think Larry Flynt 
should be hung up by his balls (if he’s got 
any) and whipped a few times. —Mike L. 

Huntington, West Virginia 


BACK-DOOR MAN: 

Hey, HUSTLER, how about some more 
assholes? And I’m not talking about Ass- 
holes of the Month! I was really looking 
forward to the October ’85 issue when I 
saw that you were going to interview Gin- 
ger Lynn-—with photos. Ginger is my fa- 
vorite porn star and, after reading your 
review of her film Between the Cheeks, I 
could hardly wait to have my very own 
pictures of Ginger’s beautiful bunghole. 
When I saw that great big beautiful soapy 
butt on the cover of the October issue, I 
nearly creamed my pants in the store 
where I bought my copy. (Hats off to 


photographer Ladi von Jansky!) Then I 
opened the magazine at home... what 
happened? 

I have enjoyed HUSTLER because 
after other men’s magazines discovered 
girls’ poop chutes a few years ago, 
HUSTLER was the only one that consis- 
tently gave me great shots of the butts 
and bungholes of great-looking women. 
Lately, such straight-on, back-door-entry 
shots have been few and far between. It 
has gotten so that a number of the 
phone-sex ads are hotter than some of 
your pictorials. 

There is only one thing I like better 
than seeing a puckered asshole nestled 
between two firm round female buns, 
and that is sliding my cock into that tight 
passage. I am certain that many of your 
other readers would agree. I am not sug- 
gesting that HUSTLER go entirely anal-I 
like tits, cunts and pretty faces too—but 
maybe the photographers could take a lit- 
tle more care to show the models’ ass- 
holes. You show the girls spreading their 
pussy lips and fingering their cunts. Why 
not show them spreading their cheeks 
and fingering their browneyes? 

Maybe you could do an all-anal issue 
featuring a special pictorial titled “Bung- 
holes of the Stars,” with such anal lumi- 
naries as Vanessa del Rio, Seka, Lili 
Marlene, Jessica Wylde and, of course, 
Ginger Lynn! —Lew B. 

Evanston, Illinois 


GINGER LYNN: 

Normally I find interviews boring, espe- 
cially those with porn stars. But your Oc- 
tober ’85 interview with Ginger Lynn was 
a refreshing change of pace. Her honest, 
no-holds-barred comments reflect the 
no-holes-barred enthusiasm she has 
brought to fuck filmdom. 

Personally, I find Ginger’s all-holes- 
bared and all-holes-bored approach to 
the industry delightful. She seems articu- 
late, intelligent, in control, and she 
knows what she wants and where she 
wants to go. 

I look forward to the day she gets her 
Oscar, but in the meantime, as long as I 
have a face, she has a place to sit! 

—Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


HARSH CRITIC: 

I have to drive 14 miles to pick up the 
monthly copy of HUSTLER that I used to 
love. That is until this month, when I 
drove to pick up the October ’85 issue. 
What a ripoff. Nothing interesting. I 
can’t believe that you, Larry Flynt, let 
such a piece of shit go out. You ought to 
be ashamed. I can’t believe you let me 
drive 14 miles and spend almost $4 on an 
issue that is made like a cheap family mag- 
azine. I’ve grown to expect more from 
you. (continued on page 32) 


Viramen ao we ) i) Bale 


There are a lot of adult video companies 
out there who'll promise you something for 
nothing—and what you usually end up with 
is nothing for your hard-earned dollars. 

VCA PICTURES, however, offers you the very 
finest in HARDCORE adult entertainment. 
All the films featured here are 35MM FEATURE- 
LENGTH MOTION PICTURES on videocassette. 

NO loops, NO shot-on-video, NO ancient, grainy 
stag films. But that doesn’t mean you have to 
pay more. For only $59, you can choose from 
one of these blockbuster adult titles: GREAT 
SEXPECTATIONS, CONFESSIONS OF A CANDY- 
STRIPER, THROAT...12 YEARS 
AFTER, EVERY WOMAN HAS 


A FANTASY, and NEW WAVE 5 00 
HOOKERS. And that's a bargain. 
, Princess Seka 


; are 100% love) 
guaranteed. And to make the offer . "—s j / 
even sweeter, we'll throw in a full- HUES 
color, Bex 50-page VCA catalog 
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plspides, many more! sales tax.) 
TO ORDER ALL TAPES TOLL FREE: YEA ALL FILMS RATED X /INCOLOR 
1-800-458-4336 
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ANOTHER GRABBER 
FROM VIDCO 


THE LEGENDARY 
HAROLD LIME 

HAS LENSED 

THE HOTTEST, 

MOST OUTRAGEOUS 
PARTY MOVIE 

OF THE DECADE 


STARRING 

THE BLOCK-BUSTING 
INTERNATIONAL 
SENSATION 
GABRIELLA 

AND 

THE WILDEST 
BUNCH OF 
PARTY ANIMALS 
EVER ASSEMBLED 
FOR AN 

ORGY! 


>) “A DEFINITE 4-STAR 
ne) )] = PRODUCTION.” 


Pie ae ati es ei Ase —Leif Jenericsen 


“VIDCO: ALL NIGHT LONG 


ASSHOLE OF THE MONTH 


Think of vermin breeding in rot- 
ting flesh. Think of the stench of 
putrefying pigshit. Think of scum- 
sucking maggots feeding on dis- 
ease-drenched diarrhea. Now 
think of Dr. Paul Cameron. This 
venomous hatemonger is living 
proof that a degree in psycholo- 
gy doesn’t make one immune to 
being fucked-up or keep one 
from being an asshole-in his 
case, Asshole of the Month. 

Cameron, the Anita Bryant of 
Lincoln, Nebraska, is a sexual 
bigot who for years has been cru- 
sading against gays. Wielding his 
Ph.D., his chairmanship of the 
impressive-sounding Lincoln- 
based Institute for the Scientific 
Investigation of Sexuality-im- 
pressive until you discover that 
telephone-directory assistance 
has never heard of this “insti- 
tute”—and his determination to 
make homosexuality a criminal 
offense, Cameron has become a 
spokesasshole for ignorance and 
repression. Armed with mislead- 
ing statistics and “scientific” 
studies, Cameron is a favorite 
“expert” courtroom witness for 
the forces of repression. 

The truth is, Paul Cameron 


Dr. Paul Cameron 


shamelessly twists and distorts 
the findings of reputable psy- 
chologists and sex researchers to 
support his own warped views. 
Because of these ethical viola- 
tions he was expelled from the 
55,000-member American Psy- 
chological Association. Not only 
that, a federal judge discredited 
Cameron's “expert” testimony 
in a 1984 case challenging Texas 
sodomy laws, saying Cameron's 


sworn statement that “homosex- 
uals are approximately 43 times 
more apt to commit crimes than 
the general population” was a 
total misrepresentation. 
Exposure has not stopped 
Cameron, however. Now this 
malignant shit chute is seizing on 
the fear and hysteria surround- 
ing AIDS to promote his vicious 
beliefs. He recently called for the 
registration of all gays so their 
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movements could be tracked, 
and a quarantine of homosexu- 
als to protect the public from 
“deliberate and thoughtless” ex- 
posure to AIDS. 

Register? Quarantine? Where 
does this bullying butthole think 
he is—Nazi Germany? Quarantin- 
ing homosexuals will not stop 
AIDS. It would only satisfy the 
foaming-at-the-mouth homo- 
phobia of sickos like Cameron by 
depriving a group of American 
citizens of their liberty. 

Not long ago Cameron was 
hired by right-wing Congress- 
man William Dannemeyer (R- 
California)—who is on a subcom- 
mittee with jurisdiction on AIDS 
funding and research-to advise 
him on the disease. Cameron, 
who’s referred to gay AIDS vic- 
tims as “getting what they de- 
serve,” shouldn’t be consulted 
for the time of day, let alone a 
critical matter such as AIDS. 

It's tempting to suggest that 
for his calculatedly inflammato- 
ry statements Cameron deserves 
to be butt-fucked by an AIDS pa- 
tient, but we won't. No one de- 
serves AIDS. Not even Assholes 
like Paul Cameron. 


Troll Booth 


hough they once dwelled 
exclusively under bridges, 


looking to extort whatever 


they could from innocent passers- 
by, the common troll has now dis- 
covered a far more organized and 
efficient means of fund-raising. 
Although their contributions to 
road maintenance have been 
dwarfed by those of humans, the 
trolls still do their share. Unfortu- 
nately, when the mythical midgets 
take to our nation’s highways, they 
as often as not wind up under the 
wheels of a semi. 


(PS BREASRKMEARDE SSRN eaR 
“Vote, Bitch!” 


‘ou live in a free country; so make 
y your voice heard. Let the porn indus- 
try know what you think of their fuck 
flicks. The results of our annual X-rated- 
movie poll (to appear in April 1986) will in- 
fluence the adult films you see next year. Fill 
out the ballot and send it to: HUSTLER 
Movie Poll, 2029 Century Park East, Suite 
3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. You 
may nominate the same person in more than 
one category. Ballots must be postmarked 
no later than December 1, 1985. 


o> 7° STELEMENTARY SCHOOL | 


ie 
Dwu Bust pint-size snitches and undercover narcs 
S posing as Board of Education officials. 


T hey're cracking down earlier and They're looking for that Valium his mom- 
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earlier these days. Little Jimmy’s my reported missing. Wally and the Beav 
lunch box is no longer safe from never went through anything like this! 


Best Film: 
Best Actress: 


In which film? 


Best Actor: 


In which film? 


Best Director: 


Photo-Features 


Of which film? Factvon by 


Bubowsse 


Best Sex Scene: 


In which film? 


Most Accomplished Fellatio Artist: ely 


oe 
Coming sichest 
humor, the hardest-hitting 


e 
Attractions articles and the hottest honeys of the 


|: time for THE BEST OF HUSTLER year, while HUSTLER REJECTS proudly 


In which film? 


Most Accomplished Cunnilinguist: 


In which film? 


and HUSTLER REJECTS, two extra- displays those brazen bimbos so raunchy 
special issues to keep you creaming, even we didn’t dare run them before. Buy 
THE BEST OF HUSTLER features the them both-—if you can handle the action! 


Which film disappointed you most? 
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“Hello, Mr. President, 
I'm your singing Terrorgram; 
The People’s Army’s holding 20 captives in Iran. 
They'll kill everyone, and all the blood is on your hands, 
Unless you meet the following 
musical demands. . . .” 


| That’s Entertainmen 


melodic new breed of _ finally managed to work their 
stagestruck interna- way into the President's heart. 
tional terrorists have 


Despite his hard-line stance, 


the old showbiz softie can’t re- 
sist the charm of a well-chore- 
ographed singing Terrorgram 
soft-shoe routine. These bur- 
lesques are designed to pre- 


sent the latest ransom de- | 
mands in a_ lighthearted, | 
toe-tapping sing-along style | 
that will entertain Cabinet | 
members and next of kin alike. | 


“Amazing! The Stay Dry Thin Pad sops up 
twice as much menstrual flow!!!" 


HUSTLER DECEMBER 


HUSTLER’S 
Christmas 
Gift 
Guide 


CHANEL N® 
9 ; 
For the woman who never wa esi f 
bother with refilli cy 
N° 9.054, the 60-gallon b Chanel 
perfume with the bu gallon bottie of f 
delivery syste ilt-in hydraulic- CHANE 
by septic-ta a similar to that used ne z: { 
Fe ar ce tl eee 9,054 
Chanel NF9,054 Is bechreenge ( 
Nels 054 is available at 
n-Marcus stores and finer 
Arab boutiques. ‘ 


mR AHOME 
For the homeless transient in your life, here's a gift that’s both 
ractical a ive. The home is a piffy-looking, 

rd chateau that will lend a 


any back alley of freeway overpass. 
moved at the first sign of cops, 


hree friends over @ bottle 


re 
et roomy enough to entertain two of 
of Ripple. Floor and paper chandelier are optional. 


ULSIVA, INFLATE-A-MATE 
At last there’s an inflatable love doll that isn't 
ersexed slobs 


petter-looking than the grotesque, ov 
who generally use them. Repulsiva looks just like 
who gerro one would take to the sever Tory 
and all! Not only can ugly guys get r rocks off 

doing the doll a favor. 


but they'll feel like 
Spread "em, buttface. Daddy's home! 


PER 
2a, tC has bor 
entive 
Soon, Bre wte a Wonderf, 
foraging pet” Per problem is, the suaqation-to 
Span by Phpeied ta Pa brace hems fan going faithtul, 
s Fido's pa Sive-ca, Croak 


to 
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SWISS ARM 

Y SEX 
oe pared for anything Sok iA 
MacArthur woul tool even Douglas 
: dilde ur would have endorsed. It’ 
tickler. whip, nipple clamp, French i 
one ha and much, much more, all in 
Army ray | hy With the Swiss 
worry about being need never again 
pants down. g caught with your 


if you want your pictures returned, 


Send those dirty antique photos to: “Porn From the Past,” 
HUSTLER Magazine, 2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, 
Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054, We'll pay $150 for any photo 
we publish. Please enclose a self-addressed, stamped envelope 


Madonna Clothed? 


hile those other so-called 
men’s magazines were jerk- 
ing around with arty photos 


of the naked superstar, HUSTLER 
made the true find of the year—rare 
pictures alleged to be of everyone's 
favorite Boy Toy fully clothed! Says 
| photographer Leonard Lenscap, 
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who claims to have met the aspiring 
sex symbol in the lavatory of a Grey- 
hound bus, “Even back then there 
was something disturbing about 
her. Electrolysis might have helped, 
but at the time she couldn't afford a 
50¢ pair of nail clippers.” This Ma- 
terial Girl's come a long way. 


from the South American banditos 
whose homeland they passed through. 
Steer clear of hives the size of mobile 
homes, and keep your honey 

under lock and key. 


Killer Bees 


hose homicidal insects are 
here, and the yellow perils 
have picked up a trick or two 
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2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054 


Technology on the March 


Washington, DC-Electronic bul- 
letin boards are a popular way for 
computer buffs to exchange in- 
formation on their various inter- 
ests. Unfortunately, among those 
taking advantage of this new 
technology are child molesters. 
According to Washington legisla- 
tors, current U.S. laws on the sub- 
ject are inadequate. But Senator 
Paul Trible (R-Virginia) is hoping 
to pass a bill that would make it il- 
legal for pedophiles to exchange 
the names and addresses of sexu- 
ally vulnerable children over 
computer systems. 


Hot Off the Presses 


Austin, TX—“Incest, rape, forni- 
cation, homosexuality, mass-in- 
flicted abortions, lasciviousness, 
adultery, sadomasochism, pedo- 


philia, lusting, bestiality, mastur- 
bation, lewdness, copulation and 
sodomy”. . . this is how an under- 
ground publishing house de- 
scribes the content of its latest 
book. No, it’s not Alan Alda: The 
Untold Story. The American Athe- 
ist Press has just released an 
X-rated edition of that religious 
classic, the Bible. Apparently, the 
basic material is all taken from 
the King James version, but with 
rather explicit additional com- 
mentary. The Atheists may un- 
wittingly generate a new surge of 
interest in the Good Book among 
young people. 


Urban Blight 

San Francisco, CA-This city’s 
North Beach district has long 
been notorious for its strip 
joints, live sex shows and sleazy 


bars. At last, however, the local 
citizenry have risen to protest 
plans for further commercializa- 
tion of the neighborhood. They 
have organized to prevent the 
opening of a Carl's Jr. According 
to Patrick Roe of the El Cid club, 
the hamburger chain is “too com- 
mercial. It would put a damper 
on everything.” 


The Training Wheels of Justice 


Cincinnati, OH—Local residents 
are in an uproar over the unpop- 
ular decision of Judge Gilbert 
Bettman, who recently chose to 
reduce rape charges against two 
men because their victim suppos- 
edly consented to have sex with 
them. The victim in question was 
an eight-year-old girl. William 
Meese (the girl’s uncle) and Jo- 
seph Kennedy (her mother's boy- 


Aye, Robots 


hat do you give to 
someone who has 
everything? How about 


a robot servant? Now there's a 
whole line of mechanical pals, 
ranging from a none-too-sexy 
French maid to a fur-bearing 
pet guaranteed to drop 
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friend) were sentenced to 90 days 
each on charges of sexual imposi- 
tion. According to the Honor- 
able Judge Bettman, “There’s 
obviously a difference between 
somebody grabbing a woman, 
and some kind of consent with a 
person in the family.” 


Foreign Intrigue 

Peking, China—Foreigners are 
facing a new and unexpected 
danger in China—panty raids. 
Frilly underwear is unavailable in 
their country; so Chinese hotel 
maids have resorted to extensive 
pilfering. Western women visit- 
ing the Far East should be aware 
that although it is safe to wear ex- 
pensive jewelry out in the street, 
it may soon be necessary to check 
their extra bras and panties in the 
hotel safe. 


nothing messier than the occa- 
sional D-battery, all available 
from Servitron Robots Inc. (1009 
Grant Street, Denver, CO 80203). 
Just imagine what it would be 
like if they could put that much 
life into inflatable 
love dolls. . . . i 


HUSTLER pays $150 for each reader-submitted 
Bits and Pieces item. In the event that two or 


Contributors 


more readers’ submissions are used in one B&P item, the payment is $50 for each submis- 
ston. Larry Flynt Publications retains all rights to any material submitted, but we'll return 
any rejected material and original artwork (not including photos) on request if an SASE is 
enclosed. For this month $150 goes to Sam Parker. HUSTLER’s comments on pictures, peo- 


Smuggler’s Blues 


merican businessmen in _ quor into the country. The penal- 

A Arabia are en- __ ties for getting caught are horn- 
countering a terrible 

hardship. Since the place is com- 


fying, but, sadly, for many thirsty 
pletely dry, once self-respecting 


travelers the risk of getting 
tossed in the hole with crazed 
boozehounds are forced to go to 
drastic lengths to smuggle li- 


, trademarks and/or copyrighted material (“items”) its opinion (frequently 
snipe gis, recaoper tephra cai ap ad 
disclosed. HUSTLER's use of such items is not authorized by the persons named and/or 
Cae ee 
inferred. 


sodomites is worth it, just for 
that next cheap bourbon hit. 
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From the sensual FEMME, to the saucy 
he / Lj i ran) BURLEXXX, VCA PICTURES has the adult 
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video selection you’ve been waiting for! 
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X-RATED 
FILMS 


Edited by Doug Oliver 


Millions of adults watch X-rated 
movies; yet most publications have 


constantly ignored the obvious need 
to inform the public as to which films 
are ripoffs and which ones aren't. 
HUSTLER'’s reviews of hard-core 
erotic films have long been regarded 
as the yardstick of the industry. We 
take this function seriously, and 
we'll continue to keep you abreast of 
the latest adult-film releases, and 
also do our best to spur porn produc- 
ers on to even better prod uctions. 


Tickled 
Pink 


Three-Quarters Erect. Produced by 
Robert Michaels; written and direct- 
ed by Jay Paul; starring Taija Rae, 
Eric Edwards, Sharon Kane, Johnny 
Nineteen, Rhonda Jo Petty, Saud 
Iblis, Melanie Scott, Sarah Bernard, 
Steve Reynolds, Tasha Voux and 
Crystal Cox. Running time: 80 
minutes. 
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‘Tickled’: Sharon Kane tickles Taija Rae’s pink in this aptly named film 


Tickled Pink—one of the few 
East Coast films that don’t look 
as if they were shot through soot 

is a rollicking sex farce about a 
married couple (Taija Rae and 
Eric Edwards) who are trying to 
spice up their boring love life. 
They toss around some possibili- 
ties (“Do you want me to shit on 
you?” “No. We tried that last 
Christmas, and it just got all over 
everything.”) and swap arousing 
stories about the coffee-delivery 
persons where they work: Ed- 
wards’s is named Miss Bottomly 
(Melanie Scott), and he beats off 
into an artificial vagina while fan- 
tasizing about dorking her. The 
coffee boy at Rae’s office is a 
stud named Hector (Saud Iblis) 
who falls prey to tough Rhonda 


Jo Petty. She drags him into the 


toilet, bosses him around, chews 
his dick, then puts him on hold 
while she gets it on with Crystal 
Cox, who's been spying on them 
from a stall. Iblis finally bones 
Petty on the sink, then, worn out 
from the Rhonda Jo experience, 
staggers out of the rest room and 
collapses. 

Edwards and Rae decide to in- 
vite Scott and Iblis home. Their 
successful encounters with these 
strangers give Edwards the so- 
lution to their sexual blahs- 


25 


Studs Johnny Nineteen and Eric Edwards savor Sharon Kane in ‘Tickled Pink.’ 


swingers! He places an ad in a 
swingers magazine and, when 
Sharon Kane and Johnny Nine- 
teen (a name descriptive neither 
of this guy’s age nor endowment) 
turn up, they’re primed and 
ready. The problem is that Kane 
and Nineteen are house-hunting 
and have come to the wrong ad- 
dress. What follows is sexy, fun 
and a hell of a way to sell real 
estate, 

By the time the real swingers 
arrive, the two couples have been 
joined by Iblis and a cookie- 
selling girl scout (an amazing 
Streisand lookalike, Tasha Voux), 
and a full-blown orgy is in prog- 
ress. Introductions are made, 
everything and everyone is sort- 
ed out, and the orgy climaxes—as 
all orgies do-in a shower of 
semen, 

Tickled Pink's brisk pace, lively 
cast and abundance of sex keep 
its familiar plot from bogging 
down-and manage to 
make you laugh while 
making you hard. —D. O. 


Taboo American 
Style, Part IV 


Half Erect. Produced by James 


Raven, Paul Thomas, Gloria Leon- 
ard, Tom Byron, Joey Silvera, Kelly 
Nichols, Sarah Bernard, Sharon 
Kane, Frank Serrone and Jose Du- 
val. Running time: 80 minutes. 

Well, here it is: the grand finale 
to the four-part saga of super- 
bitch Raven's ruthless climb to 
the top. This last installment 
finds the family that she’s 
screwed reduced to a total sham- 
bles. Her beyond-neurotic moth- 
er is hopelessly addicted to seda- 
tives, her brother is a pathetic 
drunk, and her father, crushed 
by her rejection of him, commits 
suicide. Still going strong, Raven 
manages to ruin two more lives in 
this final episode. 

At her lavish cocktail party for 
some film-world biggies, Raven 
observes director Joey Silvera’s 
wife (Sarah Bernard) and the ac- 
tress set to star in his next film 
(Kelly Nichols) sneak upstairs for 


Sarah Bernard and Kelly Nichols enjoy a clandestine fuck in ‘Taboo.’ 


George; written by Rick Marx; di- 
rected by Henri Pachard; starring 
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a clandestine frolic. Raven fol- 
lows and watches while Nichols 
slips into a strap-on dildo and 
rams it into Bernard’s pussy. Nat- 
urally, Raven can't let a juicy op- 
portunity like this pass; so she 
fetches Silvera, who is shattered 
by the sight and drops Nichols as 
his leading lady. 

Later, in his editing room with 
Raven, Silvera discovers how Ra- 
ven's film—a bomb—had been 
butchered. He vows to reedit it, 
which will make the picture a suc- 
cess and Raven a star, and to use 
her instead of Nichols in his next 
epic 
what Raven had been scheming 
for. As Raven strips to reward Sil- 
vera, Bernard pounds on the 
door begging forgiveness. Ignor- 
ing her pleas, director and his 
new star fuck, then Raven goes to 
the door to inform the pitiful 


... which was pretty much 


Bernard that Silvera doesn’t 
want to see her anymore. 

With a bit of sexual blackmail, 
Raven lands a super-agent ( Jose 
Duval) and with a roll in the hay 
wins over the only critic who real- 
ly lambasted her. When the call 
from Hollywood comes, she’s 
ready. Her father (Thomas), dis- 
traught, pleads with her to stay, 
but Raven, having chewed him 
up now spits him out with, “Bye, 
Mother. Bye, Father. I'll call” as 
she walks to her waiting limo, 
Hollywood and superstardom. 

Like Part I] of the series, this 
film is short on sex and long 
on plot development, a definite 
minus for devotees of wall-to- 
wallers, but a plus for those who 
prefer strong stories and inter- 
esting characters to mere mind- 
less boffing. 

A voice-over narration at the 
end hints at more sequels to this 
dynamite mini-series. Six or eight 
episodes would truly make Taboo 
American Style the Mas- 
terpiece Theatre of sex. 

-D. O. 


Night 


Prowlers 

Three-Quarters Erect. Produced by 
Howard Edwards; written and di- 
rected by Will Kelly; starring Harry 
Reems, Heather Wayne, Susan 
Hart, Herschel Savage, Cara Lott, 
Kevin James, Cheri Janvier, Steve 
Drake, Ami Rogers and Miles. Run- 
ning time: 86 minutes. 

This film comes closer than 
any so far to capturing Heather 
Wayne's angelic beauty—and for 
that accomplishment alone it is 
worth a peek. But that’s not all 
Night Prowlers has going for it. 
Good performances by Harry 
Reems, Wayne, Cara Lott and 
Susan Hart (one of the most gift- 
ed bone-gulpers in the business), 
good pacing and some torrid sex 
combine to make this well- 
directed film an engrossing tale 
of comedy and intrigue. 

Here’s what happens: Wayne 
and Hart are a couple of call- 
girls—with a twist. They come 
back later and burglarize their 
johns’ homes. Reems plays a po- 
lice detective who, coincidental- 
ly, lives in their apartment com- 
plex and is assigned to their case. 
He meets the girls one night after 
he’s been knocked cold by Cara 
Lott's boyfriend. (Reems had 
just fucked Lott—who, by the 
way, has one of the prettiest pink 
assholes in porn. . . too bad the 


DECEMBER HUSTLER 


Cat burglar Heather Wayne knows how to case a joint in ‘Night Prowlers.’ 


producers don’t use it—which 
didn’t put her boyfriend in a par- 
ticularly good frame of mind.) 

Wayne and Hart drag Reems 
to their apartment, nurse him 
back to hard and give hima taste 
a good taste—of their talents. He 
thinks they're just a couple of hot 
chicks and invites them to dinner. 
When they find out he’s a cop, 
they give him the cold shoulder. 
Unfortunately, they also give him 
their phone number, which is the 
same as that of the unknown call- 
girls who are linked to the 
burglaries. 

Reems finally puts two and two 
together, stakes out a probable 
burglary site and, of course, gets 
his girls. Cara marries her boy- 
friend and everyone lives. 

Though Night Prowlers’ movie- 
of-the-week plot won't win any 
awards, this buoyant trifle is dis- 
tinguished by its good cast, lack 
of sexual violence and 
lengthy fuck scenes. 
Give it a look. -D. O. 


How Do You 
Like It 


One-Quarter Erect. Produced and 
directed by Marga Aulbach; written 
by Chester H. Carlfi; starring Shar- 
on Mitchell, Jamie Gillis, John Les- 
lie, Helga Sven, Tom Byron, Pamela 


Jennings, Aurora, Melanie Scott, 
Herschel Savage and Robin Cannes. 
Running time: 85 minutes. 
Filmmaker Marga Aulbach is 
as well-known for her stand 
against raincoat sensibilities as 
for her brightly lit sitcoms that 
favor characterization and story 
over cum-shots. In her latest 
film, however, she has tipped the 
scales. There are several graphic 
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the so-called 
and takes 
some characters with it. The re- 
sult isan X-rated movie with all of 
Aulbach’s middle-of-the-road el- 
ements in place, but without the 
redeeming qualities of some of 
her past efforts, such as Between 
Lovers. 

In Aulbach’s current epic, Ja- 
mie Gillis plays a psychologist 
who has put together a special 
secretarial pool: By day the girls 
take dictation at their desks; by 
night they take dicks in a brothel 
suite. The time and energy that 
Gillis has put into pimping, how- 
ever, has strained his marriage. 
Wife Sharon Mitchell can't fig- 
ure out why he’s not interested in 
scratching the itch between her 
legs when he drags home late at 
night. 

John Leslie, Mitchell’s ex- 
lover, puts her wise to Gillis’s op- 
eration in hopes that he can get 
into her pants while she’s in the 


cum-shots, and 
story self-destructs . .. 


mood for revenge. 

When a small-time, not-too- 
bright hood (Herschel Savage) 
tries to crash Gillis’s operation, 
Gillis knocks him out, ties him to 
a bed and sics a couple of whores 
on him. Mitchell's friend (Helga 
Sven) shows up to get her son laid 
at the office whorehouse, stum- 
bles in on Savage and, after 
fucking him silly, lets him loose. 
Mitchell shows up to say all is for- 
given and Gillis, realizing the 
error of his ways, decides to turn 
his stable over to the hoods and 
go back to being a happily mar- 
ried psychologist. 

If you think this sounds pre- 
posterous, you can imagine how 
stupid the film really is. Stupidity 
has never gotten in the way of 
good, entertaining porn, of 
course, but in this case the movie 
is a serious attempt at banal 
drama, and its inanity looks 
unintentional. 

The problem is that How Do 
You Like It is two movies. One 
stars Mitchell as a wholesome 
housewife whose love scenes with 
Gillis and John Leslie are han- 
dled with loving care. The other 
movie features a gaggle of not es- 
pecially beautiful women mind- 
lessly sucking their little heads 
off. The plot is more suggested 
than presented, and loose ends 
are conveniently explained away 
rather than tied up. 

In the sex department Aurora 
and Melanie Scott deliver a cou- 
ple of great blowjobs, and Mitch- 
ell does her best to bang her lov- 
ers into weary insensibility. But 
Aulbach's heavy-handed sensual- 
ity ultimately overwhelms this 
film—what it really need- 
ed was urgent raunch. 

—Jim Dawson 


Aurora teaches all she knows to virgin Tom Byron in ‘How Do You Like It.’ 


This column lists and rates erotic films re- 
viewed in past issues of HUSTLER. The 
films named below may currently be show- 
ing al a theater in your neighborhood, or 
available on videocassettes, 


Fully Erect 


Every Woman Has a Fantasy 
Firestorm 

Great Sexpectations 
Insatiable Il 

New Wave Hookers 
Professional Janine 

Snake Eyes 

Spitfire 


Three-Quarters Erect 


Bedtime Tales 

Girls on Fire 

Jailhouse Girls 

Matinee Idol 

More Reel People, Part 2 
Passions 

Perfect Fit 

Pussycat Galore 

Squalor Motel 

Stiff Competition 

Taboo American Style, Part I 
Taboo American Style, Part III 
The Grafenberg Spot 

Too Naughty to Say No 
Trinity Brown 

Viva Vanessa-The Undresser 


o~ Half Erect 


Beverly Hills Exposed 
Burlexxx 

Dames 

First Time at Cherry High 
Good Girl/Bad Girl 
Hostage Girls 

Illusions of Ecstasy 
Inside Little Oral Annie 
Inside Marilyn 

Taboo American Style, Part II 
The Pink Lagoon 

The Pleasure Hunt 

Up! Up! and Away! 


ON One-Quarter Erect 


An Unnatural Act 
L'Amour 

Sweet Young Foxes 
Tower of Power 


| Totally Limp 


Bordello 
For Services Rendered 


NOTE: Since many X-rated films are censored to 
conform to “local community standards,” the 


FULLY ERECT 
Superior. A top production. 


A well-made film. 


HUSTLER. 
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declaring himself the best lover. 
Overall, Hindsight’s an enjoyable 
sexvid. Its only real drawback is 
lousy sound, -S. G. 


Big Busty 
Video No. 3 


(Ambassador Video) Fanatic wor- 
shipers of big ol’ hangin’ jugs will 
get a kick out of this tape, but for 
those who need something be- 
yond massive mounds of chesty 
protoplasm to get off, this edi- 


STARING 
Miss CA 


AV/ABASSADOR VIDEO 
tion of Big Busty may prove 
somewhat less than fulfilling. 
There’s certainly no shortage of 
mammary glands here; the first 
broad featured, Candy Kane, 
packs enough titty to support a 
small tribe of Hell’s Angels. In 
fact, if she were fileted, she 
could feed a small Third World 
nation. Also on the tape are Lit- 
tle Oral Annie (billed on the 
screen as Annie P., she looks ten 
years younger and is by far the 
hottest mamma featured), Kitten 
Natividad and Annie Sprinkle. 
These three bounce their beach 
balls, shimmy, shake, do jumping 
jacks, massage lotion into their 
frontal globes and suck their 
own nipples. Though Big Busty 
begs for some stiff bone to slide 
in all that cleavage, there is no 
penetration or intercourse of 
any kind. It’s totally soft-core. 
But for tit fetishists, this is no 
bust. -A, M. 


Gang Bang 

(VCR) Though possibly one of 
the most schizophrenic sexvids 
in the history of porn-it jumps 
back and forth in time without 
warning or logic—Gang Bang cer- 
tainly lives up to its name. Four— 
count 'em—gang-fucks highlight 
this unusual production. It stars 
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Peter North as a horny guy who 
decides to liven up a lonely Sat- 
urday night by going to the 
neighborhood strip joint. There, 
talkative bartender Dan T. Mann 
proceeds to get North all 
steamed up with tales of his sexu- 
al adventures—two of which take 
place in a biker bar. In the first, 
Mann and four buddies encoun- 
ter busty Christy Canyon, who 
submits—not unwillingly-to a 
gang-bang. It sounds hot, but 
the result is a listless fiveway, 
marred by terrible camerawork 
and nonstop idiotic chatter from 
the studs, who sound like Cheech 
and Chong at their worst. The 
second is more heated. Erica 
Boyer takes on the guys, and the 
temperature really rises. Back at 
the strip joint North joins Susan 
Hart onstage, where this gifted 
cocksucker gives him the blow- 
job of his career. But the most 
sensuous fuck is between North 
and the incredible Nina Hartley. 
It finishes off the tape, and it will 
finish you off...if the gang- 
bangs don’t do it first. -S. G. 


Lust in Space 


(Paradise Visuals) Ali Moore, a 
relatively fresh face in the West 
Coast’s porn-flesh pool, stars as 
Vulva, a girl who has escaped to 
Earth from a planet in outer 
space where sex is forbidden. 
Her goal is to do as much fucking 
as she possibly can before the evil 
prudes of her home planet cap- 
ture her and take her back. Vulva 
is such a hot little number that 
any red-blooded guy would be 
only too happy to assist in her 
chosen mission. And she has no 
trouble meeting willing and able- 
bodied takers. The action shifts 
between Earth and planet Zit- 
com, where an evil queen reigns 
in spaced-out makeup and bi- 
jg BS co vigediaebe 
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zarre costumes. Harry Reems, in 
hot pursuit of Vulva, has a non- 
sex role as the queen’s agent, 
Twit. When the comically bum- 
bling Twit catches up with Vulva, 
she’s already balled a hick, stolen 
his pickup truck and hooked up 
with a swinging Los Angeles cou- 
ple who throw lingerie parties 
for a living—which is a great way 
to break into a closing orgy 
scene. There's a lot of fucking in 
this silly sex-comedy, and some is 
even arousing, but for the most 
part there’s nothing to distin- 
guish this tape from the multi- 
tude of run-of-the-mill sexvids 
flooding the market. Unfortu- 
nately, it looks as if there’s going 
to be a sequel. -A. M. 


Dick of Death 


(Visual Entertainment Productions) 
Obviously, the writers of this 
dreadful sexvid started with a 
terrific title and then tried to 
construct a story around it. And 
they threw in everything: detec- 
tives, government agents, lesbi- 
ans, a mysterious madam, a sinis- 


ter servant named Igor, a trans- 
vestite sex slave and a stocking- 
masked rapist whose cum offs 
chicks faster than a hit of cya- 
nide. They threw in everything 
except hot sex and a story that 
makes any sense. George Payne, 
the crazed and deadly rapist, has 
several great maniacal moments, 
and the opening rape scene in 
which Tiffany Clark gets it in the 
bathtub is—perversely—one of the 
most sensual depictions of 
forced sex known to civilized 
man. The remaining fucks, how- 
ever, range from adequate to dis- 
posable. Absent and unaccount- 
ed for is an explanation of why 
Payne’s semen is so poisonous. 
Also absent is tension—sexual or 


® otherwise—and any good reason 


ee 


to watch this tape. At one point 
Jerry Butler jerks off and then 
drops into a deep sleep, some- 
thing you'll risk if you intend to 
watch Dick of Death all the way 
through. -A, M. 


B.Y.O.B. 


(Vidco) Nonstop fucking and 
sucking is what B.¥.0.B. delivers, 
plus an attractive cast that in- 
REE ae ~ 
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cludes some petite and quite 
pretty girls—Ali Moore and Tess 
Ferre to name only two. Unfor- 
tunately, most of the action is too 
long, drawn-out and low-key to 
be called pulse-quickening. Ori- 
ental dynamo Kristara Barring- 
ton manages to raise the energy 
level in her threeway with Gary 
Sheene and Sasha Gabor, but 
later the energy is abandoned in 
her laid-back lesbian interlude 
with Tess Ferre. (At first it looks 
as if they’re going to go all the 
way with a double-headed dildo, 
but they cast it aside in favor of 
poiniless pawing devoid of any 
urgency.) The closing orgy is a 
cluttered and tepid display that 
typifies the fucking in BYOB. 
The initials stand for Bring Your 
Own Body-and while that’s true 
(there are some exceptional bod- 
ies in this tape), it’s too bad that 
they left their desire at home. 
~A. M. 


Charming 
Cheapies, 
Volume | 


(4 Play Video) First in a series of 
low-cost, 30-minute pornvids, 
this juicy tidbit titled Joy's Many 
Loves stars fuck-bunny Jade Ni- 
chols. Though insatiable Jade 
dives on workaholic hubby 
Shone Tee’s cock, he’s anxious to 
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get to his job and puts her off till 
he comes home. His remark that 
he’s sure she'll find ways to 
amuse herself while he’s gone 
couldn’t be truer. Jade’s fingers 
have hardly cooled and dried 
from wanking her clit, when 
Gary Sheene pops in for a blow- 
job and a quick fuck. And as 
soon as he’s come and gone, two 
more dudes drop in one after the 
other to squirt semen all over 
Nichols. Though the scenes are 
brief—don’t forget, this is only a 
half-hour tape—they occasionally 
scorch, which is exactly what this 
unpretentious label promises . . . 
and delivers. -j. M. 


Hot Rockers 


(Ultra Heat Video) Porn actress 
Tiffany Clark wrote and directed 
this 82-minute look at the trials 
and tribulations of a female 
punk-rock star (Sharon Kane), 
Done in an interview style, Kane 
spills the beans on why her band 
is frequently late for gigs—and 
it's not because they can’t get 
their cars started. In one scene 
Kane takes a wild fuck from Jose 
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The insatiable Nina Hartley takes on all comers in ‘Gang Bang.’ 


Duval, who pours champagne on 
her clit. There’s a fuckfest be- 
tween the guitarist and drum- 
mer (George Payne and Taija 
Rae), and bassist Johnny Nine- 
teen gets a cramp in his tongue 
from sucking off the makeup 
girl. When the band finally starts 
playing, the tape turns into a 
rock-video montage that’s actu- 
ally not too bad. Afterward Kane 
gets together with an adoring, 
big-dicked fan (Bobby Spector) 
who she’d picked up earlier, and 
the two masturbate for each 
other in her dressing room. (It’s 
a surprisingly hot scene consid- 
ering they never touch each 
other.) Tiffany Clark’s work is 
refreshing, well-produced and 
combustible. Handle with care. 
-j. M. 


The Best of 
Seka 


(Diverse Industries) The Best of 
Seka brings the sleazy old days of 
adult-book-store arcades right 
into your home. This collection 
of six loops dates back at least 
five years and features superstar 
porn queen Seka expertly suck- 
ing dick, eating pussy, riding 
cock and probing her bunghole 
with some unusual toys. Predom- 
inantly shot in extreme close-up, 
there’s virtually nothing to dis- 
tract from the giant genitalia on 
the screen—and there’s no dia- 
logue whatsoever. For the record 
the titles included in this cassette 
are Seka’s Sauna, Heavenly Bodies, 
A Private Affair, Desert Flower, 
Pastel Passions and Anal Ecstasy. 
Whether this is actually Seka’s 
best is arguable, but for the 
blond goddess’s fans who might 
have missed these numbers, it 


won't matter. -S. G. 


Jailbait. Teeny Buns. Spirit of Seventy-Sex. Serena—An Adult 
Fairy Tale. \f you haven't seen these films, you'll want to. Ac- 
cording to the dean of porn historians, Jim Holliday, they're all 
1970s sleepers—fuck films that have been sadly overlooked 
by the “instant experts” of the video era. Holliday, who covers 
them in-depth in his upcoming book, Only the Best, says, 
“Production-wise they're the equal of 50% to 70% of today’s 
product. Whatever they may lack in today’s terms, they more 
than make up for in my major critical criterion for adult films— 
eroticism. And they reintroduce such exceptional performers 
as Abigail Clayton (a goddess of perfection, unique in porn), 
Christine Heller, China Leigh, Wade Nichols, Tyler Horne and 
Sandy Pinney.” 

These overlooked treasures along with others of similar 
merit (Lure of the Triangle, Virgin Dreams, Teenage Pajama 
Party and Odyssey) are mandatory viewing for those who are 
nostalgic for the golden age of porn. For details call Ventura 
Video (1-800-325-7415 or, in California, 818-996-5668). gs 
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STARRING: Ginger Lynn, Harry Reems, Lise De Leeuw, 
Jamie Gillis, Nina Harley, Eric Edwards, Janey Robbins, 
Paul Thomas, Amber Lynn, Richard Pacheco and 
Kitten Natividad 


Ten Little Maidens is an erotic take-off on the Agatha Christie 
murder mystery, Ten Little Indians.” Reviewers have called this film the 
“BEST ADULT FILM EVER PRODUCED.” It begins with a mysterious letter 
being delivered to John and Carol inviting them to an all-expense-paid 
weekend vacation on a secluded island. A chartered boat, which is “the only 
way on or off this here island,” leaves them upon a lonely and desolate 
beach. A strange butler by the name of Renfro shows them to the mansion, a 
decaying relic of bygone years. That evening an elegant dinner is served to 
the guests in the banquet room. What follows is the most erotic feast ever 
filmed — a feast that makes “Tom Jones” look like a breakfast cereal 
commercial. And then, at the culmination of the banquet, after they have 
tasted all that lay before them. . . an Alfred-Hitchcock-like voice is heard 
foretelling them of their impending doom. To divulge any more would ruin the 
surprise twist at film's end. 


rournee.. 1-800-BETA-VHS 
In California: 1-800-VIDEO-CA or (714) 773-5855 7 Days 
* Offer void after midnight December 31, 1985. 


UR FILMS 


Now you can enjoy the finest in adult movies in the 
privacy of your own home — the complete original 
productions packaged by the movie studios, all at low, 
low discount prices. Plus, you can exchange these 
movies as often as you like. There are notime limits. No 
hidden costs. And no membership fees. 


"$HO95 TITLE YOU WANT — 


“(plus $2.50 shipping & handling) 
* Thesame titles selling elsewhere for $99.00 and up. 
EXCHANGE ANY TAPE PURCHASED — 


as $ 
(plus $2.50 shipping & handling) 


as 
% The world's largest selection of X-rated video movies. 
% Exchange as often as you wish. 

% No monthly ‘Club’ fees. 

%* All orders shipped promptly. 

* Lifetime quality guaranteed! 


THIS MONTHS TOP 40 


O 1 TEN LITTLE MAIDENS © 21 NOTHING TO HIDE 

O 2 SEX WAVES O 22 PINK LAGOON 

3 NEW WAVE HOOKERS © 23 ALICE IN WONDERLAND 
O 4 STIFF COMPETITION © 24 PRETTY AS YOU FEEL 

O 5 GRAFENBERG SPOT © 25 TITILLATION 

O 6 GIRLS ON FIRE © 26 REAR ACTION GIRLS 

O 7 BAD GIRLS Ill © 27 IRRESISTIBLE 

© 8 CAUGHT FROM BEHIND © 28 SUZIE SUPERSTAR 

O 9 UL AMOUR O 29 TABOO 

0 10 BROWN SUGAR O 30 TRINITY BROWN 

© 11 FIRESTORM © 31 DESIRE 

© 12 EVERY WOMAN HAS A FANTASY (© 32 SURRENDER IN PARADISE 
© 13 INSATIABLE I! O 33 DEVIL IN MISS JONES II 
© 14 PLEASURE HUNT © 34 TALK DIRTY TO ME II 

0 15 DEEP THROAT O 35 SCOUNDRELS 

0 16 IN LOVE © 36 THROAT 12 YEARS AFTER 
O 17 SEX WORLD O 37 X-FACTOR 

O 18 INTIMATE COUPLES O 38 DEBBIE DOES DALLAS 

0 19 1001 EROTIC NIGHTS O 39 BEHIND THE GREEN DOOR 
1 20 SWEET YOUNG FOXES O 40 MISTY BEETHOVEN 


2S fA SF SS A SS 
O Please send the following movie(s) at $59.00 plus $2.50 
shipping/handling (CA residents add 6% tax). 


(exchange forms will be sent with order) 
O VHS format O BETA format 0 Please send color catalog 


Signature 


1AM OF LEGAL AGE 
Name 
Address 
City 
State. ein 
O VISA O MasterCharge © MoneyOrder O Check 
Card # 
Interbank # Exp. Date 
EZ&CALIBUR FILMS 


3621 W. Commonwealth, Fullerton, CA 92633 


FEEDBACK 
(continued from page 14) 


Why don’t you give us, your paying 
customers, the magazine we deserve—es- 
pecially the quality. It was terrible. Don’t 
you know how much we depend on you? 

If you don’t have us, who’s gonna 
buy your magazine? Shame on you. 

—Mary F. 
Mount Holly, Arkansas 


LUST IN THE JUNGLE: 
I love your magazine. I try to get every 
issue I can. Anyway, I just loved your May 
*85 issue especially. I’m writing to you be- 
cause I want to make a comment on the 
Lust in the Jungle pictorial. I fell in love 
with the zebra even though she is pic- 
tured with another woman (the leopard). 
I would love to jump her bones one day, 
and I would like to see more pictures of 
her in future issues. She would be the 
perfect woman for me. I look at those 
photos almost every day and just think 
what I could do with her. Also, I would 
have loved to be the one who painted the 
stripes on her. —A Zebra Lover 
Mifflintown, Pennsylvania 


I LOVES YOU, BESS: 

I have your September ’85 issue. It’s now 
mine. I’m in love with Bess and Belinda, 
“the cotton pickers” in your pictorial / 


Loves You, Bess. | have them hanging on 
the wall in my weight room, lusting and 
sweating. Delicious they are. I special- 
ize in eating pussy. They are mouth- 
watering. —Nice and Nasty 

Address Withheld by Request 


This letter is in response to a September 
*85 HUSTLER photo-set titled J Loves 
You, Bess. Personally, I don’t think you 
did the women any justice at all. There 
were no frontal shots or any shots that 
showed your readers what these women 
had to show. Only one picture in that en- 
tire segment even showed pink at all, and 
I think that was terrible. When it comes 
to white women, you seem to be more apt 
to show off their wares. All of your mod- 
els are beautiful women and, if you are 
going to expose them to the public, you 
should at least try to be fair about it. The 
black models were very desirable women 
who deserved a lot more of their bodies 
exposed than you were obviously willing 
to show. 

Is it possible for you to photograph 
those two women again in the near future 
and showing pink? —Disappointed Reader 

Address Withheld by Request 


HAIRY GIRL: 

I would like to comment on your Septem- 
ber ’85 issue. I think your photography 
of Sheena: Primitive Passion really sucked. 


“Of course | respect you. | really, really, really do! 


Now will you give me some pussy?” 


32 


I don’t like hairy women. Sheena looked 
like a guy with tits and a pussy. (Come on, 
cut the hair.) —-D. W. L. 

Blue Springs, Missouri 


SOUTH AFRICA: 

I am a GI stationed in Germany. The 
news programs and newspapers offered 
here in English are woefully inadequate 
to keep me thoroughly informed on what 
I consider the important issues of the 
day. The stance that Mr. Jerry Falwell 
took in defense of the government of 
South Africa made me see a little more 
clearly what his God looks like and the 
type of actions that his God condones. If 
he is truly the leader of his Moral Majori- 
ty, the followers are doomed. I also chal- 
lenge our President, Mr. Ronald Reagan, 
to negotiate with Bishop Desmond Tutu 
about sending military aid to the blacks in 
South Africa. Tutu has already expressed 
that his country will remember their 
friends. God knows that we need a friend 
strong and true in Africa. 

Our country, I like to believe, has al- 
ways been interested in liberty and jus- 
tice. Here is a golden opportunity to 
show that “we ain’t just whistlin’ Dixie” 
and that we mean just what we say. I'd be 
proud to fight beside the blacks in South 
Africa in their just war against the yoke of 
oppression that is so heavy there. I am 
still in the Army and am sure that there is 
a regulation that would get me into hot 
water about this; so please do not print 
my name. Just call me SP6. My wife and I 
read your magazine every month even if 
it is four bucks; that’s high with two 
younguns,. But it is worth it to have a 
forum that fights so hard for the right to 
say what you feel. Thanks, and I hope 
that HUSTLER is around for my two kids 
when they grow up. —SP6 

Address Withheld by Request 


BEAVER HUNT: 
Please run a full-length pictorial of Bar- 
bara, the maid from Las Vegas, Nevada, 
who appeared in the October ’85 Beaver 
Hunt. She is extremely attractive and, if 
her front is anything like her backside, 
then one of your excellent HUSTLER 
photographers should certainly capture 
all her beauty. She can tickle me with her 
feather duster anytime! 
—Dedicated Reader 
San Diego, California 


Do you have a comment, suggestion or com- 
plaint? We want to hear it. Send your letters 
(preferably typed or neatly print- 
ed) to Feedback, HUSTLER, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, 
Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. 
Include a listed telephone number 
if you want your letter considered 
for publication. 
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TONY TUBBS 


et ee 
WHY WON’T LARRY 


arry Holmes doesn’t want to fight this kid,” 
Jimmy Ellis says, “and I can’t say I blame 
him. Holmes is a great champion, and he’s 
going for Rocky Marciano’s record [49 pro 
victories without a defeat].” Ellis, himself a former 
heavyweight champion, discovered Tubbs boxing as 
an 18-year-old amateur. 

“Tony Tubbs is the fastest, most talented fighter in 
the heavyweight division. We’d give anything to get 
a shot at Holmes [the World Boxing Council’s 
heavyweight champ]. But it doesn’t matter. Whether 
we stop him while he’s going for the record, or unify 
the titles when he’s gone, people are going to know 
just how good this guy is. Nobody can stop him.” 

Tony Tubbs is the owner of an astounding 230-10 


HOLMES FIGHT HIM? 


hearts of even the most grizzled observers. But why 
doesn’t anyone know who he is? 
* * * 

It’s 8 a.m., and Tony Tubbs is working out at the 
Hoover Street Gym in South Los Angeles, a muse- 
um piece if there ever was one. By night, Hoover 
Street is just another address in the Twilight Zone of 
urban gang warfare, a war of ego and drug control be- 
tween the Hoover Street Crips and a dozen other 
gangs. By day, it’s a peaceful, pleasant residential 
area. 

In the ring Jimmy Ellis is schooling his fighter, 
teaching him a complicated five-punch combina- 
tion. The object of this aggression is Odell Hadley 
Sr., a smiling, reed-thin black man who serves as an 


amateur record, na- 5 
tional AAU cham- 
pion, World Cup a 


champion, owner of = 
a 22-0-0 pro record = 
with 15 knockouts, = 


and current World 

Boxing Association (ACle# 
heavyweight cham- 
pion, the oldest and Path" 
most prestigious of | 
the Alphabet Cham- 
pionships, the one 
held by Joe Louis, 
Marciano and Ali. A 
young man with a 
flashing smile and 
flashing hands, he 
has a story to stir the 


assistant trainer and 
adviser. On the older 
man’s hands are 
“mitts,” which resem- 
ble pocketless catch- 
er’s mitts, and around 
his belly is a rubber- 
and-canvas pad that 
is three times thicker 
«ey than a baseball um- 
pire’s chest protec- 
tor. Tubbs is having 
a hard time coordi- 
—\f nating the hand and 
i, foot movement. 
The gym’s owner, 
Rick Troxel, is tell- 
ing bad jokes and 
_____} speculating about 
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TONY TUBBS (continued from page 42) 


“I'd go home and practice, practice until I had overcome 


my mistakes. Then I'd go back and get revenge.” 


which of the hoodlums he ran out of his 
gym was responsible for firebombing his 
car. A muscular neighborhood character 
named Tiny is explaining to two local 
cops how he was shot twice during an in- 
cident that he had “nothing to do with.” 
Meanwhile, an old woman wanders by, 
her eyes fixed on Tubbs, her mouth moy- 
ing involuntarily. 

In the ring Tubbs has proven Jimmy El- 
lis correct when he claims his fighter is a 
“fast learner.” After only a half-dozen at- 
tempts Tubbs has found his footing, his 
movement, his power, much to Odell 
Hadley Sr.’s detriment. First Tubbs lands 
a left, a right and a left to the mitt Hadley 
holds overhead. Then he quickly shuffles 
in and powers two brutal, devastating 
body-shots to the chest protector, practi- 
cally lifting Hadley off his feet. At that 
moment I am reminded of the awesome 
spectacle of a champion in motion. Tubbs 
breaks, and Ellis wipes the sweat from his 
face. After a lifetime of heartbreak, Tony 
Tubbs has arrived, and he knows it. 

The old woman stares up and com- 
ments, “We don’t need no more ugly 
champions.” Monteque, a fifth-ranked 


cruiserweight and one of Tubbs’s home- 
town buddies, adds, “And you should 
hear the guy sing. I mean, he can really 
sing.” 

So why hasn’t anybody heard of Tony 
Tubbs? 

* * * 

Born in Cincinnati, Ohio, one of two 
boys and seven girls, Tubbs speaks with 
reverence of his family, particularly his 
parents, who are still together. 

“My father worked hard, real hard, on 
construction sites to keep the family fed, 
to keep clothes on our backs. My mother 
worked at the local Formica plant, 
cooked, kept the house together and 
never complained, never seemed to 
mind. My family is my foundation, my 
strength. It wasn’t a bad neighborhood. It 
was old, working class, mostly black. But 
there was pride in my neighborhood, 
even though there was trouble. All the 
trouble you needed.” 

Tubbs started fighting in his early teens 
because he had a friend who was “a little 
bit on the ugly side.” Every time they ven- 
tured to a dance or a party, Tubbs’s 
homely pal would ask some girl to dance, 


“Of course | didn’t come .. . I'm a good Catholic!” 


aa 


and soon the taunts and torments would 
start. And it always wound up with Tubbs 
as the defender of his friend. 

By the time Tubbs entered high school, 
his size and speed made him a standout 
on the football and baseball teams, but 
inevitably he returned to the ring. He 
found out his punching ability could earn 
him a few dollars. Wherever he went, he 
carried boxing gear in the trunk of his 
car. Every time he heard of a local street- 
fighter who was supposed to be unbeat- 
able, Tubbs would drive to the guy’s 
neighborhood and challenge him under a 
streetlight, earning the title of the Street- 
light Fighter. Tubbs’s speed and courage 
made him a natural fighter. According to 
his hometown friends, he was rarely beat- 
en, although his opponents were invaria- 
bly bigger and older. 

“When I did get beat,” Tubbs says in a 
soft-spoken, carefully worded reply, “I'd 
go home, practice, practice, practice, 
until I had overcome my mistakes. Then 
I'd go back and get revenge. It never took 
more than a week.” 

Friends suggested that Tubbs try his 
hand at becoming a real fighter, and he 
went to a neighborhood youth center. 
The first thing the cocky 17-year-old did 
was to climb into the ring with a journey- 
man pro named Charlie Johnson. 

“Charlie busted my nose,” he says, 
“split my lip and gave me the beating of 
my life. For a short time I wondered if 
this was going to be worth it. Then I went 
full-speed ahead. I was hooked. From day 
one I knew I had the stuff to be the cham- 
pion of the world, and nothing, nothing, 
was going to stop me.” 

In his first bout, Tubbs fought one of 
the most heralded amateurs in history, 
Greg Page from Louisville, Kentucky, 
Muhammad Ali’s hometown. Page’s 
flashing hands and slick movements 
brought comparisons with Ali himself. In 
their first meeting Page broke Tubbs’s 
nose and won the fight. 

But Tubbs was learning, and from that 
point he went on a tear, winning his next 
16 fights and capturing the Ohio State 
Golden Gloves Championship. 

Out in Los Angeles, meanwhile, a pro- 
moter named Herrold Smith had enticed 
Muhammad Ali into adding his name, 
and eventually his presence, to a fighter’s 
gym on Main Street in Santa Monica, 
barely a block from the Pacific Ocean. 
Smith dumped enormous sums of money 
into promoting and developing the gym 
and became a real force in the world of 
boxing by simply offering fighters more 
purse money than any other promoter. 
He was, however, always vague on where 
the money came from. 

Smith hired Tom Peters, a small, quiet 
man who had spent his whole life around 
fighters, to run the gym. Muhammad Ali 
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TONY TUBBS (continued from page 44) 
“Man, this kid was fast—fast hands, fast feet, fast head 
movements. He got around the ring as quick as a pro.” 


began to train there for his fights with 
Leon Spinks. Ali brought in his old friend 
Jimmy Ellis from Louisville to act as 
trainer and scout for new talent. 

Ellis is one of the most respected men 
in boxing. Warm, articulate, soft-spoken, 
he has an eye for talent. Ellis fought for 
nearly a dozen years, then one day had his 
tonsils removed, Within a year he was 
fighting in the heavyweight division. “I 
just started growing,” he says. He fought 
Muhammad Ali three times, twice as an 
amateur, with one victory to his credit. 
When Ali was stripped of his heavyweight 
crown for refusing to be inducted into 
the military, eight men fought for the 
title, and Jimmy Ellis was the winner. 

On a scouting expedition to the Gold- 
en Gloves finals at the Ohio State Fair in 
1977, Ellis saw 18-year-old Tony Tubbs 
put on a dazzling display of boxing. “You 
just don’t see many young guys, especial- 
ly heavyweights, fight like that. Man, this 
kid was fast—fast hands, fast feet, fast 
head movement. He got around the ring 
as quick as a pro.” 

Ellis introduced himself and asked if 
Tubbs would like to move to Los Angeles 


and fight for the Muhammad Ali Gym. To 
a young fighter fresh out of high school, 
it sounded like a first-class ticket to the 
promised land. 

When Tubbs first arrived at the gym, 
he was even more impressed. Some of the 
greatest fighters of the modern era were 
passing through, training, sparring. 
Tommy Hearns, Alexis Arguello and, of 
course, Ali himself. Tubbs remembers 
putting on his gear to go out and spar 
with Ali. The normally unflappable kid 
tried hard not to show his nervousness, 
his enthusiasm. Like so many other 
young fighters, Ali was his hero, and now 
he was going to trade punches with him. 

For three rounds Tubbs held his own 
against the dazzling, but aging, legend. 
Ali smiled and complimented him on his 
speed, his heart, his style. Scheduled to 
spar three rounds, Ali called him back for 
a fourth. When it was over, Ali put his 
arm around Tubbs and announced to all: 
“This kid is going to be the champion of 
the world... when I retire.” 

From that point on Ali became a big 
brother to Tony Tubbs, and the world 
looked rosy for the kid who seemed to 
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have all the tools. “The next Muhammad 
Ali” was a phrase that seemed to follow 
Tony Tubbs and, coming from his peers 
and elders, it carried a lot of weight. 

Tubbs grew. The Muhammad Ali Gym 
grew. “At one time we were the No. 1 am- 
ateur team in the country,” Tubbs says. 
Fighters and trainers began to pour in 
from around the country, and elbow 
room was at a premium. 

Ali worked with Tubbs, and you can see 
his influence in practically everything 
that Tony does. He moves his head back- 
ward to avoid jabs, instead of ducking. 
He slips punches, launching stinging 
counterpunches. He punches in combi- 
nations and occasionally drops his hands 
to lure fighters close to him. And yet he 
has avoided adopting the more flamboy- 
ant parts of Ali’s style. He does not make 
predictions; he does not taunt his oppo- 
nents; he has yet to be seen doing the Ali 
shuffle. In his own style Tubbs has picked 
up the things that have made him a better 
fighter and ignored the rest. 

Tubbs toured the country and the 
world, racking up a phenomenal string of 
victories. There was only one man he 
couldn’t seem to beat: Greg Page. They 
fought seven times as amateurs, and Page 
won six of the fights. Page was simply big- 
ger, faster and a little more developed. 

Page had just beaten Tubbs for the U.S. 
amateur championship when it was an- 
nounced that Page would not compete in 
the World Cup. Tubbs would represent 
the U.S. in Belgrade, Yugoslavia. 

First, Tubbs defeated the African 
champion and then an older, more ex- 
perienced Russian. In the championship 
bout he would face Teofilo Stefenson, 
the Cuban Giant, the most feared and fa- 
mous amateur boxer in history. 

“The day of the fight, I was getting off 
an elevator, and Teofilo was getting on. 
He poked his head out to look at me, and 
I stared back. Damn, but this guy was 
big—6-5 or 6-7, I couldn’t tell. He must 
have weighed 245 pounds, solid muscle. I 
was barely six feet, 190 pounds. He'd al- 
ready won two Olympic gold medals.” 

The story was a cross between Rocky | 
and Rocky IV (coming soon). In Rocky IV 
the hero fights an invincible undefeated 
automatonlike Communist superman, 
notorious for killing or maiming his op- 
ponents. In real life the 20-year-old Tony 
Tubbs has already been there, with no 
one to yell “cut.” He was about to get his 
head handed to him in front of the whole 
world. And, like the original Rocky, his 
goal was simple. “I wanted to go the dis- 
tance; I wanted him to know he couldn't 
take me out. But I wanted more, I wanted 
to beat him. Only one other man, Mi- 
chael Dokes, had gone three rounds with 
Teofilo.” 

When Stefenson fought or trained, 
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“Thank you, Rex, old boy. That should do nicely!” 


TONY TUBBS (oninued from page 46) 


Tubbs was the toast of the amateur boxing world, and 
then the bottom started falling out. 


Tubbs sat ringside, studying his every 
move. His coach, Emmanuel Stewart— 
who later trained Tommy Hearns—helped 
the young man with his strategy and his 
confidence. He flatly told Tubbs that he 
’ could beat the hulking Cuban. 

“Teofilo was big and used his body to 
cut off the ring. His power was in his 
right hand. I knew I could move on him, 
move in, stick and move out before he 
could land that right on my jaw.” 

At fight time young Tony Tubbs was 
ready, willing and unafraid. When the 
fight started, Tubbs worked his speed 
and combinations, avoiding Stefenson’s 
thunderous right. “Every time he missed 
...and the more I made him miss, the 
more he tried to land it... the air went 
whooosssshh. I kept saying, Damn, this is 
some shit; this guy is dangerous... but it 
was working. The more I moved, the 
more frustrated he got.” 

Effectively avoiding his opponent’s 
power, Tubbs still had trouble overcom- 
ing the tremendous reach advantage and 
the years of knowledge Stefenson had ac- 
quired. But by the third round, Tubbs 
had taken the measure of his man and 


THINK of IT AS 


FOops... 
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ONE. OF Your FAVORITE 


opened up with a courageous attack, win- 
ning the round by all accounts. 

By the time it was over, Tubbs had lost a 
split decision, but like a true champion, 
he felt vindicated even in defeat. He had 
showed himself to be a fearless, thinking 
fighter. “I took the silver medal home 
and laid it on my mother’s kitchen table. 
It was one of the happiest moments of 
our lives.” 

The next year, with Stefenson out with 
an injury, Tony Tubbs won the World Cup 
gold medal and appeared en route to the 
gold at the 1980 Moscow Olympics. 

He was the toast of the amateur boxing 
world, the protégé of Muhammad Ali, a 
smart, flashy, heroic fighter. He had all 
the makings of a champion. 

And then the bottom started falling out. 

“I couldn’t believe what Jimmy Carter 
did to us,” says Tubbs, more out of reflec- 
tion than bitterness. “He let the Winter 
Olympic team go [to Lake Placid]. There 
he is, with his arm around these guys, tell- 
ing everyone what a great country we 
have, what a great system. Why couldn’t 
we go and show the world, show the Rus- 
sians, what we could do?” 


With his Olympic dream dashed by 
Carter’s boycott of the Summer Games, 
Tubbs turned pro, sticking with the Mu- 
hammad Ali Gym and promoter Herrold 
Smith. Tubbs recalls Smith’s compassion- 
ate handling of his fighters. “He paid us; 
he helped us; he got us to train and to 
fight on time.” Smith arranged nine 
fights, and Tony scored nine consecutive 
knockouts. 

And then the bottom dropped further. 
The Los Angeles District Attorney dis- 
covered that Herrold Smith’s largess was 
based on a little creative financing he had 
arranged at a local bank, much to its loss 
and chagrin. The tally was in the neigh- 
borhood of $22 million and won a con- 
viction and prison term for former pro- 
moter Smith. Muhammad Ali, ignorant 
of Smith’s financial card games, escaped 
the fallout with his reputation intact. The 
gym collapsed, and dozens of promising 
young fighters found themselves out in 
the cold. 

Says Tubbs: “I was stunned. I had 
other promoters after me, but none that 
I trusted or felt as close to as Herrold. He 
may have done some bad things, but he 
was good to his fighters, and everyone of 
us loved the guy.” 

Tubbs had been on a roll as a fighter 
and resisted the offers of promoters, in- 
cluding one from Don King. Tony Tubbs, 
soft-spoken, articulate, a gentleman, sub- 
scribed to the oldest and most naive part 
of the American Dream: that being good 
is good enough. He decided to go on his 
own, to fight whoever would fight him, to 
build a ground swell of support. That’s 
when the horror show really started. 

Tubbs and two of his longtime partners, 
David Bryce and Mack Bennett, took to 
the road like a struggling rock band. 

“We'd fight in Atlantic City one week, 
Florida or Georgia the next. Anywhere 
we could find a fight. We’d read the 
newspapers, the boxing magazines, find 
out who had a local hero in need of a 
fight. It didn’t matter about the purse 
money. We took $1,500, $2,500.” 

Sometimes Tubbs shared the bill with 
tag-team wrestling. Once, he fought on 
a card with Amazing Mike Mays, a one- 
armed fighter. 

Tubbs read that Larry Holmes was get- 
ting ready to fight a guy named Gerry 
Cooney. Tubbs, Bryce and Bennett 
scraped together their funds, drove to 
the Long Island gym where Cooney 
trained and offered to fight him for free. 
Instead, Cooney’s people put Tubbs in 
with one of their toughest sparring part- 
ners. When the ballsy challenger annihi- 
lated him, flashing his speed and power, 
Cooney refused to fight him. And why 
not? Headed for a $10-million payday, he 
wasn't about to see it go down the tubes 

(continued on page 102) 
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Who says a hockey player has tobe6-2and|,.‘', : 
weigh 200 pounds? We sure don’t think so. }*", + ', 
As you'll see on these pages, Bobbi can |", « '” 
play with the guys in more ways than one. 
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HOT LETTERS Continued from page 11) 
She leaned toward me, winked and said, “Don’t get the 
wrong idea, but how do you feel about unusual sex?” 


ing heavily, I rolled off her, keeping my 
touches on her warm breasts. Everything 
seemed pitch black outside the lit path of 
my Fiat’s headlights, like maybe we could 
hide there; so we tried. The fact that I was 
probably killing my car’s battery didn’t 
matter right now. 

It was approaching midnight; so we 
couldn’t linger long. As we dressed, 
brushing the damp grass from each oth- 
er’s body, I tried to convince Janice that 
she should leave her husband; I would 
leave my wife, and the two of us could run 
off together. 

She kissed me and said, “That would be 
great for a few months. But then this pas- 
sion would fade, and we'd each be sneak- 
ing off to find someone else to go run- 
ning naked with in a field.” 

I had to admit she was right. —S. H. 

Knoxville, Tennessee 


THE BUTT OF THE JOKE: 


Even as I write this letter, my emotions 
about the other night vary wildly. I go be- 
tween complete shame, burning anger 
and raging hard-on. Maybe if I hadn’t 


been away on business so long. Maybe if I 
hadn't gone to the particular bar or even 
had that last drink. Maybe. ... 

All I know for certain is that there she 
was. She wasn’t beautiful by a long shot. 
Her hair was dirty blond and stringy; her 
tits weren't big at all. But she had the 
most perfect ass I'd ever seen, clearly visi- 
ble beneath skintight jeans. The moment 
I saw it, I wanted to grab handfuls and 
rub my dick up and down in the plush val- 
ley between her plump cheeks. 

I tried every come-on I knew with her, 
but she coyly and skillfully parried each 
move. After nearly an hour all I knew for 
sure was her name: June. It was getting to 
the point where I felt like shaking her and 
yelling, “I want to fuck your ass, you stu- 
pid idiot!” 

Abruptly, she looked around conspira- 
torially, leaned toward me, winked and 
said, “Don’t get the wrong idea, but how 
do you feel about unusual sex?” 

I assured her I had few problems with 
any kind of sex, which was just what she 
wanted to hear. She wrote down an ad- 
dress on a piece of paper, told me to be 
there in a half hour, and was gone. 


EMERGENCY # ROOM | 


I had no choice but to go. The address 
was an incredibly seedy motel. I was just 
getting ready to knock on the beat-up 
door when it opened. My charming smile 
and erection wilted at the same moment. 
It wasn’t June, but some other woman. 
She was a buxom brunette with a pretty, 
oval face. She explained that June was 
taking a shower at the moment and that 
she was her close friend Barbara. 

Moments later June bounced into the 
room drying her hair with a towel. I 
couldn’t help noticing the pert nipples 
poking against the damp, green fabric of 
her bathrobe. “How are you two getting 
along?” she asked. 

I was about to say okay when Barbara 
burst out with, “I can just taste his cock 
juice!” 

My jaw dropped. “Well, let’s get it on,” 
June cried enthusiastically as the two of 
them dragged me into the room. We were 
all naked in no time and, as I emerged 
from my state of shock, my cock began 
awakening to the possibilities of the 
evening. 

The girls’ bodies glowed warmly in the 
bedroom candlelight. I especially liked 
the way the light seemed to vanish as it 
reached the heavy, dark thatch growing 
over Barbara’s pussy. But June’s butt fas- 
cinated me even more. It was everything 
I'd hoped for. 

Barbara went into the bathroom as 
June began piling pillows against the 
headboard. “Barbie and I like to perform 
before a captive audience,” she ex- 
plained, pulling a couple of long neckties 
from the nightstand. “Do you mind?” 

I figured what the hell, I’d gone too far 
to turn back now. “Just don’t make the 
knots too tight,” I told her. 

June bound my wrists to the upper 
bedposts as I reclined on the slope of pil- 
lows. Before stepping away, she bent 
down and planted a loud, wet kiss on the 
tip of my cock and jacked the shaft a little. 
The pleasure jolts made me gasp. 

“Ready?” she asked, winking as she 
stood on an exercise mat in the center of 
the room. 

“Yes,” I managed to mumble. 

Lust shining in her eyes, she turned to- 
ward the bathroom door, calling, “Barb.” 

My eyes widened as Barbara pranced 
into the room from the darkened door- 
way. She must have oiled herself, for her 
plump body glistened as if she were in a 
royal-fuck sweat. Strapped to her by tight 
elastic bands and fringed at the base by 
her thick bush was the biggest dildo I’d 
ever seen. It would have put a horse to 
shame. 

Barbara gyrated up to June, the plastic 
prong swaying rudely from side to side. 
June, who had been rubbing her cunt at 
first sight of her friend, now dropped to 
her knees worshipfully. 
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THANKSGIVING IN ETHIOPIA 


“For what we are about to receive may we be truly thankful!” 


HOT LETTERS (continued from page 58) 
The sweaty slaps of the two colliding bodies mingled with 
grunts and groans to drown out the music filling the air. 


My prick twitched and dribbled in jeal- 
ousy as June began sucking and licking 
the huge artificial penis. She teased its 
head with her tongue and lips, ran it lov- 
ingly about her face. Her hands stroked 
the long shaft and reached up to squeeze 
Barbara’s heavy, pliant breasts and pull 
lightly at the turgid nipples. 

The dick she was wearing could have 
been real from the moans escaping Bar- 
bara’s full lips as she rolled her head 
back, eyes tightly screwed shut. Her fin- 
gers entwined themselves in June’s hair, 
and she suddenly pulled June’s head to- 
ward her, forcing her to deep-throat the 
slick tool. 

“Suck it deep, you cheap whore,” Bar- 
bara growled, thrusting her wide hips 
back and forth in frenzied passion. “I 
want you to suck my cock for all you’re 
worth!” 

June obeyed eagerly. Clearly, she was 
getting off just blowing her domineering 
girlfriend's prick. 

I was turned-on too, I wished my hands 
were free, if only so I could jack off. 

Then Barbara pushed June roughly 
away so that she sprawled back on the 


mat, her wet, sucking mouth still open in 
a perfect O. 

“You're a bitch. Do you know that?” 
Barbara sneered. “A bitch in heat.” 

As if to prove her friend’s words cor- 
rect, June rolled over. Resting on her el- 
bows and knees, she thrust her incredible 
ass into the air like some kind of pagan 
offering. 

Barbara smiled in satisfaction. “Do you 
know what I’m going to do, bitch?” 

“Anything,” June pleaded, “only please 
don’t stick it in my ass.” 

Falling to her knees, Barbara began to 
lightly rub the saliva-coated dildo’s knob 
up and down the crack of June’s butt. 

June writhed wantonly at the contact 
and gasped, “Please don’t butt-fuck me. 
Please.” 

Barbara paused, her pole barely touch- 
ing the dripping folds of June’s ready 
twat, as if she were about to shove in to 
the hilt. She was. 

Pushing her broad hips savagely for- 
ward, Barbara suddenly aimed the false 
cock higher and slipped deeply into 
June’s tight asshole in one long stroke. 
June went wild. Barbara grabbed a lush 


“Everything's fine. The turkey's in the microwave, and I'm feeding Baby Fritz.” 
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ass cheek in each hand and started ream- 
ing the way I had wanted to, her big tits 
jiggling with every hammering drive. 

The women were lost in mindless sexu- 
al abandon. June rotated on the impaling 
shaft. She pulled away only to smash her 
butt back against Barbara’s crotch. Bar- 
bara thrust in and out madly, the globes 
of her own ass clenched together. The 
sweaty slaps of the two colliding bodies 
mingled with grunts and groans to drown 
out the music filling the air. 

Suddenly, grinding her magnificent, 
marelike buttocks back as far as she 
could, June climaxed. She screamed 
hotly through locked teeth as she came. 

Whether Barbara came too, I don’t 
know, but I certainly did. My cock jerked 
and spewed streams of cum. It splashed 
up my stomach to land in molten pud- 
dies. The intensity of my own orgasm 
rocked me, and my cock hadn’t even 
been touched! 

As I wound down, I looked at the girls. 
They had collapsed together in a sweat- 
soaked heap, still joined by Barbara’s 
strap-on dong. Slowly, they came out of 
their own haze, and Barbara popped free 
of June’s now-flaccid ass. 

Standing up, they noticed the semen 
all over me and smiled. 

“I guess you liked the show,” Barbara 
grinned. 

“We'll be with you in a second,” June 
said, blowing a kiss in my direction. 

Then, while I looked on, they began to 
gather their things together and, before I 
knew what was happening, they were 
gone. They didn’t take my wallet or any- 
thing else. They just left without a word, 
leaving me tied to the bed. 

When I realized what had happened, I 
struggled to get loose. But the harder I 
tried, the more secure the bonds became. 
Whatever else you could say about that 
big-assed June, she knew her knots! 

I ranted and raved and plotted re- 
venge as the hours passed slowly by. 
Eventually morning arrived, and so did 
the manager to say pay for another night 
or get out. Needless to say, I was some- 
what embarrassed. 

From the manager’s nonchalant atti- 
tude, I gathered that finding a naked 
man covered with dried sperm tied to a 
bed wasn’t too unusual for him. And con- 
sidering the smooth way June and Bar- 
bara had operated, it probably wasn’t the 
first time he’d seen this. 

I’m a lot more careful these days, and if 
I ever see that certain butt in a bar again, 
I know what I'll do: Most likely fall for the 
routine all over again. -A. D. 

Anacortes, Washington 


Send your Hot Letters to HUSTLER, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, 
CA 90067-3054. Gx 
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“Then, when you bend over to pick up the soap... .” 


(alm Springs is 
i home for gor- 
geous Michelle. The 
* bronzed sun worshiper 
isn't here looking for a man at 
the moment; she just wants to take 
a break. “I’ve had my fill of guys,” she 
claims. “Right now I'm devoted to myself.” 
sn't mean Michelle has banished all 
f sex from her mind. On the contrary, she firm- 
ly believes she can satisfy herself better than any man can. “I 
know all the right places to touch,” she whispers; 
~ just that. “God, what I'd give to find @ man who’ as tlentee eBic 
with his cock as | am with my fingers.” Be 
It isn't long, however, before her thoughts ion gr boy" ‘3 Lf r) 
friends past and present. Michelle supposes it’s about time to find a fi PR 
real louse again. “Men are sucha pain,” she sighs, “buticannever | . “ie 
lo. without one for , long.” ee) 


re 


-o 


; 
- 
: 
: 
i 
4 


MOOG) 
ere. ae 
a 


{ 
, 


ii) 


> 


"mG siti I} \ 
OMS CHANNPAG 


WWW. HUSTLERCLUBS.COM 


| hillbilly Roy came down from the Ozark Moun- 
tains to find himself a job and landed in a small town 
where a circus was playing. He’d always heard of the 
glitter of circus life and thought it would be a real fine 
idea to join up; so he went to see the circus manager. 
“Well, boy, you look a little green to me,” said the cir- 
cus manager. “Ever work in a circus before?” 

“No, sir,” answered Roy. 

“Well, then, I don’t think I’ve got much of a job for 
you, except maybe tending and feeding the lions.” 

“Lions?” gulped Roy. “I don’t think I could get near 
a lion. I'd be too skeered.” 

“Sure, you could,” the manager answered him. 
“Come on, I’ll show you how it’s done.” The circus 
manager took Roy to the lions’ cage and on the way 
picked up a bucket of meat. “You see, Roy, first you 
open the door to the cage like this. And then you just 
throw in the meat, close the cage, and that’s it.” 

“Well, what if one of the lions comes at me when I 
open the door?” the hick asked. 

“Just stare him in the eye,” answered the manager. 
“He'll back down.” 

“And if he don’t?” asked Roy. 

“Then throw some shit into his face,” the manager 
replied. 

“Shit?!” Roy asked. “Where am I gonna get some shit?” 

“No problem, son,” came the response. “Just reach 
around in the back of your pants. You'll find lots of it!” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines fruit float as: two 
fags on a waterbed. 


Neglected by her husband, a horny housewife turned 
to her next-door neighbor for advice. “Why don’t you 
order your milk from the milkman,” was the sugges- 
tion, “and when the bill comes, see if you can settle it 
with sex?” This seemed like an excellent idea and, sure 
enough, when the bill was presented, the milkman was 
delighted to settle the debt with a long and energetic 
fuck. Putting his pants back on, the milkman reached 
for the bill to mark it “Paid in Full.” 

“Oh, no you don’t,” said the housewife, grabbing 
the bill. “You brought me my milk a quart at a time, 
and that’s the way I’m gonna pay for it.” 
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0... day Farmer Brice fulfilled his life’s dream by pur- 
chasing a pretty little racing filly at the local horse auc- 
tion. Once he got home, he realized it was too late in 
the day to get a space fenced off for her in his corral to 
keep his old stallion away from her until morning. 
Knowing if the filly got knocked up she wouldn’t be 
able to race, he decided to call the local vet. 

“No problem, Brice,” the vet answered after hearing 
the dilemma. “Just put together three or four sheets 
and tie them securely around the filly’s rump.” 

Bright and early the next morning Brice was up and 
out at the corral to see if the bed-sheet chastity belt had 
stayed in place, but his new filly was nowhere in sight. 
He went over to the neighboring farm and asked a 
field hand if he had seen a filly run by with bed sheets 
tied around her rump. 

“No,” answered the field hand, “but about 20 min- 
utes ago I saw a filly dash past here with a hanky stick- 
ing out of her ass.” 


Quertion: What do Ronald Reagan and a typewriter 
have in common? 
Answer: They both have “semi-colons.” 


| men went into a bar that had a lady bartender. 
The entire evening the one fellow made pass after pass 
at her. Eventually he started getting loud and nasty, 
but the woman bartender just stayed cool. 

After about five hours of his constant nagging at her, 
his friend told him, “You’d better stop bothering her.” 

“Why?” said the loudmouth. “I think I’m starting to 
win her over.” 

“You may think so,” the other fellow said, “but if 
you'll look at your Bloody Mary, you'll notice a string 
hanging out of it.” 


Desiian: What’s white and black and getting whiter 
every day? 
Answer: South Africa. 


A. Aggie was hitchhiking when a guy in a blue Merce- 
des stopped and gave him a ride. After getting in the 
car, he looked over at the driver and noticed that he 
had an Aggie ring on. “Hey, you’re an Aggie too,” he 
said, “I see you’ve done real well for yourself!” 

“Not really, man,” came the reply. “Thirty minutes 
ago I was hitchhiking, and a lady in this blue Mercedes 
picked me up. Ten miles out of town she stopped the 
car, got out and took off all of her clothes and said, 
“You can take anything you want.’ So here I am.” 

The other Aggie thought this over and then said, “I 
don’t blame you. Her clothes probably wouldn’t have 
fit anyway.” 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If 
you've heard a gut-buster lately, why not send it our way? 
Submit your jokes on 3” X 5” cards, mailed in a sealed 
envelope, to: HUSTLER Humor, 2029 Century Park East, 
Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. If your joke is 
selected, we'll send you a check for $50. Sorry-we cannot 
return submissions. dx 
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elley Allen strode across the hotel’s 

iled lobby to the rental-car desk. “I 

car for day,” she told the dark- 
skinned man who’d watched her ap- 
proach with a more-than-casual interest. 
Mrs. Allen wore a sheer, flowing, 
floor-length sarong. Whenever the 
bright ight would shine onto her 
from ind, the tempting curves of 
her tanned body were clearly visible. 
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WHITE SLAVE (continued from page 75) 


Her leg muscles tensed; her toes pointed stiffly when one 
of the men poked his finger into her dry pussy. 


“T can give you a Toyota or a Chevette,” 
the rent-a-car agent said. 

“T’ll take the Toyota.” 

The man handed her a form that print- 
ed in triplicate. “Fill in these spaces, 
please,” he requested, his words flowing 
over his tongue with a Caribbean lilt. 
“Will your husband be driving as well?” 

“No. He’s apparently locked into his 
seat in the casino. I haven't seen him for 
days. Not that I blame him,” she contin- 
ued, scratching on the form. “There’s 
nothing else to do around here. It’s too 
damned hot for tennis. I hate golf. And 
I've snorkeled until my skin has 
shriveled.” 

“Most people enjoy our island. They 
find that having so little to do is pleasing 
to them.” 

Kelley completed the form. “I’m sure I 
would too, except my entire life is filled 
with nothing to do. My husband is very 
wealthy. We have no children. All I do is 
shop and wait on him.” She stopped sud- 
denly and stood. “But I don’t know why 
I’m telling you all this.” 

The man handed her the car keys. “It’s 
not air-conditioned. You may not want to 


LINCOLN) REVIEWS HIS GETTYSBURG ADDRESS... 


wear so warm a clothing.” He tried not to 
stare at her tits when gesturing to her sa- 
rong, but failed. 

* x * 

Having tied her long blond hair back 
into a ponytail and changed into a loose- 
fitting top and shorts, Kelley fought to 
turn over the engine of the rented car. It 
choked roughly to life. 

Kelley backed out of the parking space 
and drove from the hotel grounds onto 
the main road. Traffic was light, and little 
attention was paid to the speed limit. 
Kelley headed toward town, hoping the 
shops would take away the boredom. 

She slowed as she approached the 
flashing lights of a police car that blocked 
the road. “Now what?” she asked herself 
as the uniformed man came up to her. 

“Trouble with the road outside of 
town,” he said. Then he pointed up a side 
street. “Detour that way. The signs will 
bring you back to the main road.” 

Kelley turned onto the narrow dirt 
road. She was anxious to get moving 
again. The still, midday air was stiflingly 
hot. No sooner was she driving than a 
dark-blue van came up on her rear bum- 


“Now, that's a fucking speech!” 


per, its horn blaring. Kelley floored the 
accelerator. 

The van stayed on her ass. 

“Geez, all right already.” Kelley pulled 
onto the bumpy shoulder of the deserted 
side street and waved the van around. 

The anxious driver roared up along- 
side her and braked to a hard stop. Bits of 
stirred dust rose into the air. 

Before Kelley could react, a muscular 
hand grabbed her left forearm. She 
screamed as an arm reached in and 
turned off her car. She was yanked onto 
the road by the man who'd grabbed her 
arm. Kicking, she fell to the dirt road. A 
powerful arm wrapped around her waist, 
easily picking her up. 

Suddenly, it was dark. Her body 
banged against metal. She felt dizzy. 
Something slammed shut. 

“What do you want?” she pleaded. 

The van started to move. 

She couldn’t see in the darkness, but 
she could feel the body heat of a man. 
She could hear him breathing, rasping. 
Blindly, she swung her fist where she 
thought he would be sitting. Her knuck- 
les cracked against metal. 

Strong fingers then grabbed for her. 
There was more than one man-there 
were two. She screamed, and they stuffed 
a bitter-tasting rag into her mouth. 

They pulled her down on her back, 
against the metal floor of the van. Her 
wrists and ankles were strapped into 
shackles bolted into the metal. 

She screamed into the gag and strained 
to pull free. She stopped when the cold 
blade went up the leg of her shorts. 

Kelley held her breath as the knife 
ripped through to her waist, and the 
shorts were pulled roughly from her. 

She hadn’t worn panties. She was 
naked from the waist down. 

The men’s thick fingers crawled up the 
lean musculature of her legs, pinching 
upward into her crotch. 

Her leg muscles tensed; her toes point- 
ed stiffly when one of the men poked his 
finger into her dry pussy. His hard finger 
pulled mercilessly through her slit, tug- 
ging at her cunt hairs. 

Kelley gripped the leather straps and 
gasped, “God, no. God, no.” The man 
continued to stick his finger into her. A 
wetness began to slip into her vagina. 

Kelley knew what would come next, 
and she tried to squeeze shut the muscles 
of her cunt, but the man rammed his fin- 
ger like a punch, hurting her. 

When she heard the man tug down his 
zipper, she began to scream into the gag 
again, hoping the straining in her throat 
would block out the hard cock she knew 
would split through her labia. 

The man rested his tool against her 
mound. It throbbed against her hair- 
covered skin. Hands gripped the front of 
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WHITE SLAVE (continued from page 76) 
Passion burst through her abdomen like exploding balls 
of sexual fire. Everything became a blur. 


her blouse and ripped the material open. 
He dropped his thick lips onto her tits 
and sucked on them tightly, drawing her 
nipple well into his mouth, stretching her 
skin until her breast began to sting. 

He reached under her ass and 
breached the wet lips of her cunt with his 
hard cock. He went all the way with one 
stroke, making Kelley gasp until his long 
rod finally stopped deep inside her. 

She was glad it was pitch black. She 
didn’t want to see the man’s face. 

His cock took long, hard strokes, pull- 
ing all the way out of her pussy, then pop- 
ping through her labia, firing thickly to 
the back wall of her womb. His breathing 
intensified immediately. 

No sooner had the man pulled his 
slackening cock from her than Kelley felt 
the hot thickness of the second man’s 
cum splatting onto her face. His semen 
smelled like ammonia; she tried to spit it 
from her lips. 

The cum of her rapist began to slide 
out of her pussy as she wondered what 
would happen to her next. 

The van finally eased to a stop. There 
was a rap on the wall that separated 
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Kelley and her captors from the driver. 

Kelley’s wrists and ankles were freed. 
The strong men pulled her naked body 
into a sitting position. A blindfold was 
wrapped around her eyes, and the foul- 
tasting gag was removed. 

“You can yell now if you like.... No 
one will hear you though.” The man 
sounded as if he were smiling. 

Kelley could feel the sun’s heat baking 
over her bare skin as she stepped down 
onto what felt like asphalt. Holding her 
wrists as if she were a disobedient school- 
girl, the two men led their blindfolded 
prey across lush grass. 

“Where are we? What are you going to 
do with me?” She could still feel semen in 
her pussy as she asked the questions. 

A door opened. Kelley was led inside. 
The air was cool, clean. She shivered, her 
nipples drawing into chilled erections. 

“Please don’t move,” a woman’s voice 
politely requested. 

Kelley’s wrists were released. The ma- 
terial around her eyes was untied. 

Kelley blinked painfully at the bright- 
ness of the room in which she stood. 

“My name is Terri,” the woman spoke 


“Your momma loves it when | cornhole her.” 
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again. “Please, don’t be frightened. I 
know you're scared—we all were scared. 
But that will pass. Very quickly.” 

Kelley gasped at the beauty of the 
woman who called herself Terri. She was 
sculptured perfection. She wore a thin 
nylon bathing suit—a one-piece-the front 
of which was pulled down below her 
breasts. A delicate band of silver was 
wrapped around Terri's thin wrist. 

Terri took Kelley’s hand with a gentle 
touch. “Will you come with me?” 

Terri led Kelley into a lavishly fur- 
nished area shaped like half of a globe. 
The ceiling was beamed. Each thick piece 
of curving wood met in the center of the 
room, from which point a golden lamp 
cast a warm glow over the furnishings: a 
four-poster bed, a comfortable-looking 
white sofa with a matching chair, a fire- 
place, and potted palms that lined the 
round walls. 

“Why don’t you lie down?” Terri of- 
fered, escorting Kelley to the bed. 

“Where am—” 

“Just try to relax.” Terri coaxed her 
into sitting atop the cool sheets. 

Terri touched the naked woman’s 
shoulders lightly with her fingertips and 
pushed Kelley down onto the bed. Terri 
leaned forward and kissed Kelley sweetly 
on the lips, easing her tongue into the 
surprised woman's parted mouth. 

Kelley wanted to stop her, but Terri’s 
touch was a more loving sensation than 
she’d ever felt. As if by reflex, she 
wrapped her own tongue lovingly around 
Terri's. 

Terri brushed her breasts over Kelley’s. 
The warm tickling sensation of their 
pressing hard nipples flushed through 
Kelley’s loins. She could feel her pussy 
getting wet. 

Kelley tried to stop. She couldn’t be se- 
duced by another woman. It couldn’t be 
happening—but it was. 

Kelley couldn’t get enough of Terri’s 
tongue. It felt so thick and warm in her 
mouth. “I want to touch you, Terri.” 

Never separating their lips, Terri 
moved Kelley’s hand in between their 
bodies and let Kelley find Terri's breasts. 

Kelley had never touched another 
woman’s breasts before. The feeling was 
so soft, so tender, smooth yet firm and 
arousing. Taking Terri’s nipple between 
two fingers, she rolled the soft flesh. 

She could feel Terri’s thigh on her 
pussy, pressing back and forth. Kelley felt 
a surge of desire flood her abdomen. She 
felt sure one more push would have her 
climaxing. Terri's hot breath spoke into 
her ear: “Let me make you come,” 

Slowly, Terri’s mouth descended Kel- 
ley’s body. Kissing her neck, -licking her 
throat, drawing an invisible bead of saliva 
down her chest into her cleavage, sucking 

(continued on page 88) 
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Ithough Vanessa speaks little English, the hot Brazilian beauty seems to 

, have no trouble communicating with the guys in this country. Originally, the 

impulsive young girl was supposed to be in California for two weeks with a tour 
group from her hometown of Rio de Janeiro. But this brief visit has turned into an in- 
definite stay, as Vanessa has discovered she has a quality that appeals to American 
men. “I miss Rio very much and will return someday,” she says in her sexy South 


American accent. 
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WHITE SLAVE (continued from page 78) 


Kelley squeezed her thighs together to keep Terri’s fingers 
in place. She wanted Terri’s nipples between her lips. 


each nipple, dipping her tongue into Kel- 
ley’s navel. 

Kelley exhaled a long, guttural sigh as 
Terri’s fingertips pulled open her pussy. 
Terri ran her tongue along the wet lips, 
easing inside Kelley's pussy deeper and 
deeper. Her tongue worked like a soft- 
skinned penis, fucking in and out. 

Kelley held Terri's sucking head and 
stared up into the beamed ceiling. She 
felt as if she were no longer connected to 
her past. Passion burst through her abdo- 
men like exploding balls of sexual fire. 
Everything became a blur. 

She was coming. Her ass arched up 
from the mattress, pressing her pussy 
into Terri's face. Images burst excitedly 
inside her head. She thought she would 
never stop coming. 

Terri’s tongue finally rested warmly 
against the flooded lips of her vagina. 

“Welcome to Key Camana,” a man’s 
voice spoke. 

The man who stood at the foot of the 
four-poster bed was dressed in a well- 
tailored, white-linen suit. He watched the 
two perspiration-covered ladies with an 
appreciative eye. 


“That is all, Terri,” he told the long- 
haired girl. 

Licking her lips, Terri stepped out of 
the circular room. 

Kelley couldn’t help but admire the 
figure of beauty who was departing. 

“Do you like her?” the man asked, no- 
ticing Kelley's gaze. 

She pulled the white sheet over her na- 
kedness, but the man yanked it away, let- 
ting the airy material float to the carpet- 
ed floor. He smiled. “Please, no 
modesty.” 

Kelley closed her eyes. She felt dizzy, as 
if floating farther and farther away from 
reality. “Where am I?” she asked the 
man, her eyes still closed. 

“Your room.” 

She looked at him now, feeling very 
distracted by the obvious glow of pink 
wetness between her spread legs; yet she 
was determined not to seem self- 
conscious. “You know what I mean.” 

He dropped his eyes from her face to 
her pussy. “Touch yourself.” 

Kelley started to protest, but stopped, 
still determined to keep up with the bi- 
zarre scenario. She pressed her fingers in 


“Sometimes | miss the hustle and bustle of the gas chambers." 
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an unenthusiastic circle around her clit. 

“Doesn't that feel good?” he asked. 

Kelley tried to remain expressionless 
and not reply; she didn’t want to come 
again. Not with him making her mastur- 
bate. She couldn’t allow it. 

Her facial muscles winced; her eyes 
pressed shut; ecstasy flooded her loins; 
she came again. Kelley tried to clear her 
head. What was happening? 

A 

Kelley had no idea what time it was 
when the door to her room was unlocked. 
Terri let herself in, wearing a short terry- 
cloth robe that barely covered her ass. 

“Did you do it?” Terri asked, getting 
into bed with Kelley. She wiped her fin- 
ger through Kelley’s moist vagina. “Did 
you masturbate for him?” 

Kelley didn’t want to admit it~all she 
wanted was for Terri to keep massaging 
her pussy. 

“You did, didn’t you?” Terri asked 
again, still stroking Kelley’s cunt. 

Kelley squeezed her thighs together to 
keep Terri's fingers in place. She wanted 
Terri’s nipples between her lips. Kelley 
nuzzled into Terri’s full cleavage. 

Terri pressed her fingers around Kel- 
ley’s wet, protruding clit. “You must let 
yourself go tomorrow,” Terri said. 
“You're already very close to being one of 
us. If you allow it to happen, you will 
never be happier. Your life will become 
simplistic and blissful.” 

“I don’t understand,” Kelley sighed, 
her fingers playing with Terri’s nipples. 

“You will,” Terri said. She then lowered 
her mouth onto Kelley’s pussy and thrust 
her tongue inside. 

Kelley’s orgasm was instantaneous, 
stronger than any she had ever had. 

ae 

She was in bed alone. Daylight shone 
through venetian blinds in bright slits of 
yellow. The room grew hotter as the min- 
utes passed. A thin coat of perspiration 
soon covered her tanned skin. 

The door to her room opened. It was 
the man-the one who had made her mas- 
turbate. Instinct told Kelley to be afraid, 
but reflex only caused her cunt to rush 
with wetness. 

“Good morning, Mrs. Allen,” the man 
smiled. 

The words seemed strange to her; she 
wasn’t Mrs. Allen, was she? 

“Would you come with me, please?” 
the man requested. 

Kelley walked casually up to him, not at 
all self-conscious of her nakedness. 

“Stand here.” He pointed to the otto- 
man at the foot of the white chair. “Turn 
away from me and bend over.” 

Kelley bent at the waist, supporting her 
hands on her knees. 

“Further,” he said, touching her lightly 
on the back. 
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WHITE SLAVE (continued from page 88) 
Men came from the house and formed a line behind her. 
They stared as if her greased ass were a temple. 


Kelley leaned all the way down. Her ass 
was now the highest point of her body’s 
posture. 

“Spread your legs.” 

She did so without hesitation. 

“Very good.” He could see the wetness 
of her cunt. “Now relax completely.” 

Kelley could hear him tear open a con- 
tainer of some sort—perhaps aluminum 
foil. She wondered what it was and 
screamed when the cool, slippery rod 
went up her ass with a well-aimed push. It 
felt like it would never end. She was up on 
her tiptoes when he stopped and held the 
large tool in place. 

“Just relax,” he urged. 

The pole in her ass began to soften. 

“Just relax,” the man repeated. 

The insert turned into a jelly—a lubri- 
cant of some sort. Kelley’s anus oozed 
with the thick slickness. 

“Stand now and come with me.” 

She tried to keep her asshole pressed 
shut to keep the jellified substance from 
leaking out, but thick wads still ran down 
the insides of her thighs. 

He led her onto a lush greenery tightly 
planted with trees and shrubs of all sizes. 


The lawn seemed to have no end. 

The man pointed to the ground. “Get 
down on all fours, please.” 

A muscular man wearing only pants 
came from an unseen portion of the 
house. He carried leather straps to which 
chains were attached; he also had long 
metal stakes and a heavy hammer. 

Suddenly, her mind heard Terri’s voice 
speaking to her as it had the night before. 
You must let yourself go tomorrow. You will 
never be happier. Your life will become sim- 
plistic and blissful. 

The muscular man wrapped the leath- 
er straps around her ankles and wrists, 
and nailed their chained ends deep into 
the ground. Kelley’s legs and arms were 
spread vulnerably; she had no option 
other than to let herself go. 

A mirror was placed in front of her, 
and men came from the house and 
formed a line behind her. They stared at 
her as if her greased ass were a temple. 

The man in the suit pointed to one of 
the guests. The chosen man knelt be- 
tween Kelley’s split legs and took down 
his pants. His fingers pried into the warm 
slipperiness of her anus. He grabbed Kel- 
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ley’s hips and thrust his cock all the way 
into her asshole. 

His width hurt her. The lubrication 
eased the friction, but she screamed as 
his cock slammed in and out. He shot his 
wad inside her, his semen blending with 
the lubricant that had been shoved so 
deeply up her asshole. 

Kelley felt rubbery; she was weak. 

The suited man pointed to one of the 
1] remaining men. As Kelley watched 
him approach in the mirror, Terri’s 
words came to her again. Let yourself 
go... never be happier . . . blissful. 

The images in the mirror became a 
swirling mirage. She watched their faces, 
the passion that winced over their eyes, 
the screams that soared from their 
mouths, the tension that rippled their 
muscles, She was the cause of that intense 
pleasure. Without her, they wouldn’t 
have experienced the heightened ecstasy. 
It was all because of her. 

A calm settled in her mind. Never had 
she felt as accomplished as she did at that 
very moment; never had she been able to 
affect anyone as much as she had affect- 
ed those men. 

“Yes,” she heard herself saying as the 
ninth man’s cock plunged into her ass, 
“make yourself feel good. Use my anus. 
Feel its tightness wrap around your hard 
cock and pull that cum out into me. 
Pump me. Slap your cock into my ass. 
Fuck it. Fuck my ass!” 

* * * 

“My name is Kelley,” she told the 
naked woman as she removed the blind- 
fold. “Please don’t be frightened. I know 
you're scared—we all were scared. But 
that will pass. Very quickly.” 

The dark-haired woman covered her 
breasts with her arms. Her pussy still hurt 
from the vicious fucking the men in the 
van had subjected her to. 

Kelley led the woman to the circular 
room with the curved-beam ceiling. “This 
is your room. Why don’t you lie down?” 

Kelley helped her down onto the white 
sheets. Kelley massaged the woman’s 
shoulders and back, allowing her hands 
to become familiar with the new woman's 
breasts. Kelley’s fingers crossed the wet 
folds of the woman’s pussy. 

Soon the woman was sighing as Kelley 
rolled her onto her back, eased open her 
legs and licked the woman's pussy until 
she was screaming in ecstasy. 

“In a few days,” Kelley said, “you will 
feel more satisfied and at ease with your- 
self than you have felt in your entire life. 
You will become more fulfilled than you 
ever thought possible. All of your rest- 
lessness will cease.” Kelley envied the re- 
alization the newcomer would discover 
when she'd watch those men reach such 
heights while fucking her, just as Kelley 
had while strapped to the lawn. 
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TONY TUBBS (continued from page 48) 
“T just got done fighting, but I got done early; this was no 
ordinary ass-whippin’ I was gonna lay on these dudes.” 


in his own gym. 

“T was turning these guys out of their 
own gyms, in front of their own audi- 
ences, left and right,” Tubbs proclaims. 
“I'd fight anyone, anywhere, anytime.” 

The business went from bad to worse. 
One night, after knocking out the local 
hero ina battered East Coast auditorium, 
Tubbs went to the promoter’s office to 
collect his money. The promoter started 
to deduct from Tubbs’s $2,500... for 
towel, license, locker, “agents commis- 
sion,” ad infinitum. Tubbs explained the 
folly of the man’s mathematics. When he 
is told $2,500, he assumes the man al- 
ready took those things into account. The 
man’s bodyguards, some battered wres- 
tlers, moved toward Tubbs. He locked 
the door and offered to settle the debate 
on the spot. “This was my money they 
were talking about. I just got done fight- 
ing, but I got done early, and this was no 
ordinary ass-whippin’ I was gonna lay on 
these dudes.” 

Things got worse. Tubbs was scheduled 
to fight on the East Coast for a sleazy pro- 
moter whom he had never worked for. 
Tony was promised travel expenses and, 


the day before the fight, the money had 
not arrived. Afraid to miss the fight, he, 
Bryce and Bennett again scraped money 
together and drove east through a howl- 
ing blizzard. 

When they arrived, the promoter 
failed to show, having canceled the fight 
because of the weather, bad ticket sales, 
etc. Tony and his friends were left stand- 
ing in the doorway of a cheap hotel, with 
no money, no food, no hope. Then some- 
one broke into their car and stole all of 
their equipment, $1,200 worth of stuff 
they’d bought with the purse money from 
a previous fight. They had to borrow 
money to get home. 

During this time, as if life had not been 
cruel enough, Tubbs’s only brother, Der- 
rick, was shot and killed in a barroom 
brawl. His mother sank into a nearly bot- 
tomless state of grief. His career, his 
dreams and his family had all unraveled 
in front of him. 

“My own spirit was good. ...I never 
once doubted my ability or the fact that 
someday I would be champion of the 
world. But I hurt; I ached for my mother. 
Here was the most loving, the most trust- 


“I'd love to, Ralph, but I'm up to my elbows in work!” 
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ing, the most undemanding woman in the 
world. All she ever wanted was for her 
kids to be happy . . . and just look at us.” 

For several weeks Tony stayed around 
Cincinnati, trying to help his mother, his 
family, working on construction sites to 
make a little money, to stay in shape. He 
had time to reflect on his three years of 
horror and misery. Finally, he decided to 
go back to California to see if he could 
start over at 25. 

He looked up Tom Peters, the former 
manager of the Muhammad Ali Gym, and 
one of the few men Tubbs truly liked and 
trusted. He stayed with Peters and his 
family while they plotted his course. 

Peters introduced Tubbs to Cary Me- 
dill, a successful Los Angeles attorney 
and the son of Joey Medill, a respected 
lightweight in the 1920s and ’30s. Medill 
was managing his first fighter, a muscu- 
lar 7-footer named Tom Payne, a former 
first-round draft choice of the National 
Basketball Association’s Atlanta Hawks. 

In one of his first fights for Medill, 
after much fanfare and hoopla over his 
size, Tom Payne strode into the ring, 
missed a right hook aimed at Ricardo 
Reese and was felled when his opponent 
practically leaped up into the air to tag 
him on the chin. As Payne fell toward the 
canvas, the crowd yelled “Timber” as if 
they had rehearsed the scenario for a 
week. The fight lasted nine seconds. 
Needless to say, Cary Medill was ready 
for a real heavyweight. 

Medill got Tubbs money to live on, fa- 
cilities to train in and agreed to co- 
manage his career with Tom Peters. Then 
they called in Jimmy Ellis to train and 
condition their fighter. 

The improvement was almost immedi- 
ate, but success still eluded Tony Tubbs. 
Fights with Mike Weaver, Tex Cobb and 
Lee Canalito were canceled or post- 
poned. Tubbs was starting to think he was 
cursed. Then he decided it was time to 
sign a promotional contract, and he 
chose Don King, the sport’s most success- 
ful promoter. That was in September 
1984, and King soon had him fighting 
every two months. 

In his first fight for King, against jour- 
neyman pro Jerry Williams, Tubbs dis- 
played the flashing hand speed and dev- 
astating body attack that are his 
trademarks. He dropped Williams with 
two body-shots in the seventh round of 
their scheduled ten-rounder, winning on 
a technical knockout (TKO). 

After manhandling an overmatched 
Tim Miller in Las Vegas in January 1985, 
Tubbs was in line for what many thought 
would be his sternest test. 

In the pantheon of pretentious nick- 
names dominating the fight game, James 
“Bonecrusher” Smith earned his. At 6-4, 
he had just finished giving Larry Holmes 
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|.C.L. PROCESS BECOMES A REAL GROWTH INDUSTRY 


Patient (left) before |C.L. Process; center: 
the patient. Juan Andujar undergoes the 
procedure at International Cosmetic Labs, 
performed by Dr Max Mollick and a 
female assistant 


BALD HAIRDRESSER’S 


DREAM COMES 


By LEN LEAR 


TRUE 


We've all seen the ads on tv, a man with a billiard ball for a head suddenly has a head full of thick wavy hair. He's 
swimming & playing tennis. Beautiful ladies mesmerized by his now wavy mane, and no matter how hard a disembodied 
hand yanks, it can’t upset a hair on his head, or his rosy disposition. 


As a man who has tried everything 
on my own thinning locks except the 
sweat of a moose, | was always skep- 
tical of all hair replacement ads, as 
Menachem Begin is of President 
Reagan's claim that AWACS planes in 
Saudi Arabian hands would be “good 
for Israel.” 

With this in mind, | recently visited 
International Cosmetic Labs, 209 
Professional Building, Rt. 130, 
Cinnaminson, N.J. 08077, after calling 
(609) 829-4300 which has performed 
thousands of medical procedures 
during it's long existence 


NOT A TRANSPLANT 


“This is not the same thing as a hair 
transplant or a hair piece, or medical 
implants", explained a medical 
assistant. “It is designed for people 
who still have some hair. We take a hair 
sample from the customer and then 
make the new preparation to blend 
perfectly with it. The new preparation 
is made of acombination of human and 
synthetic hair.” 

While | waited for a nearly bald 
customer to go through the procedure, 
a handsome young man walked into 
the International waiting room with a 
head of thick, wavy hair 


A RECENT EXAMPLE 


“This was done here last week,” ex- 
plained Dr. Jack Rydell, a 25-year-old 
chiropractor from central Jersey who 
showed himself (before the procedure) 
with a balding pate. 

“| started losing my hair when | was 
19. Some men don't care about this, but 
| do. | looked into hair transplants, but 
they're too messy, and they cannot 
thicken hair which | wanted to do. 
They can never give you a natural look. 
Now my hair looks just like it did when | 
was 18. 

Dr. Rydell said he is completely 
satisfied with his “new hair’, which 
may cost anywhere from $1200 to 
$3800. | ran my own fingers through his 
hair, which looked and felt exactly like 
thick hair. lyanked, but it did not come 
off 


SEVERAL RETAINERS 


Losing my skepticism quickly, | 
watched as Juan Andujar, a 28-year- 
old hairdresser from New Jersey who 
was largely bald on top, underwent the 
.C.L. Process. Dr. Max Mollick, a staff 
physician of International Cosmetic 
Labs applied fine hairlike retainers 
throughout Andujar's dome. Techni- 
cians then started attaching hair fila- 
ments. creating a full head of hair. A hair 


Stylist then styled it, the whole process 
taking about 3 hours. Andujar was ob- 
viously pleased with the results. 

Dr. Max Mollick is a radiologist who 
has performed thousands of surgical 
procedures. When asked about the 
possibilities of infection, “We've seen 
cases of minor infections but they've 
been very rare, certainly no greater 
than in any other type of surgery. There 
is also a lifetime warranty with this 
procedure. Also, the |.C.L. Process is 
totally reversable for those who worry 
about that sort of thing. 

The retainer material used in THE 
LC.L. PROCESS has been used ex- 
tensively in many parts of the world in 
major heart surgery, for those of you 
who care about such things, it is an 
iSotactic crystalline stereoisomer of a 
linear hydrocarbon polymer containing 
alittle or no unsaturation. Such retainer 
material is not absorbable nor is it 
subject to degradation or weakening 
by the action of tissue enzymes. It is 
resistant to involvement in infections. 
There are no known contraindications 

and for you doctors with your 
medical Baedeckers handy. for further 
data you may refer to THE JOURNAL 
OF THE AMERICAN MEDICAL ASSO- 
CIATION, March 10, 1962. Vol. 179. pp 
780-782; BRITISH JOURNAL OF 
SURGERY, Vol. 52. No. 5. August 1967 
or write International Cosmetic Labs 


TONY TUBBS (continued from page 102) 
Ali climbed into the ring and announced, “I told you that 
Tony Tubbs would be the champion of the world.” 


one of the toughest fights of his career. 
The rock-solid Bonecrusher had hurt 
Holmes several times with booming right 
hands, bruising and bloodying the cham- 
pion before Smith was stopped because 
of a badly cut eyelid. 

A number of experts figured Tubbs to 
be an easy mark for the relentless, power- 
ful Smith. “I wanted to do to Tubbs what 
I did to Holmes,” says Smith. “The only 
problem was, Tubbs wasn’t there.” Put- 
ting on one of his most convincing dis- 
plays, Tubbs out-danced, out-boxed and 
out-dazzled Smith, winning a convincing 
ten-round decision. Ellis, Medill and Pe- 
ters used the fight to bolster their argu- 
ment that Tubbs was a better boxer than 
Holmes. While Holmes emerged from 
his earlier bout with Smith rattled, 
bruised and bloody, Tubbs was virtually 
unfazed and unmarked. 

Unable to get a title fight with Holmes, 
Don King arranged for Tubbs to meet 
Greg Page. Page was arrogant before the 
fight. He predicted he would stop Tubbs 
in four rounds, saying he would “break 
his neck” and generally “bust him up.” 
Tubbs ignored all the predictions and in- 


sults. Page’s arrogance was based on his 
6-1 record against Tubbs in the amateurs. 
“But this was the pros,” says Tubbs. 

Tubbs had a lot of ground to cover for 
the Page fight. In the 18 months prior to 
their meeting he had fought only 19 
rounds in competition, with only one tax- 
ing brawl, the Bonecrusher Smith fight. 
Three years of bad luck, bad diet and bad 
training had delayed Tubbs’s develop- 
ment. He trained hard, and on April 29, 
1985, he climbed into the ring at Buffalo, 
New York, for his long-delayed shot at 
the World Boxing Association heavy- 
weight championship. 

One reason for Tubbs’s present lack of 
notoriety may be the lackluster nature of 
his victory over Page. Tubbs and his cor- 
ner had devised a flawless, albeit undra- 
matic, strategy for wresting Page’s 
crown. They knew the 6-3 240-pounder 
would be almost impossible to knock out. 
Tubbs would have to fight a full 15 
rounds. Despite Tubbs’s dedication and 
desire, Ellis and his cohorts knew that 
several weeks of hard conditioning could 
not possibly make up for the years of 
abuse and neglect their man had suffered 


during his long nightmare on the road. 

In addition, Tubbs and Page have simi- 
lar styles, based on speed and counter- 
punching, and had fought so many times, 
they could practically anticipate each 
other’s moves. 

Tubbs fought a crafty, conservative 
fight, and there was little doubt of his su- 
periority. He slipped every Page punch 
and countered with stinging punches of 
his own. But in order to conserve energy, 
he didn’t press the attack, and it brought 
boos from the crowd. 

In the opening rounds Tubbs looked 
impressive, drawing praise from fight 
commentators for quick, classy move- 
ments. In the middle rounds he tied up 
Page, back-pedaled and saved his 
strength, much to the crowd’s disapprov- 
al. In the 14th and 15th rounds, perhaps 
slightly ahead on points, Tubbs went to 
the attack, drawing on the last reservoirs 
of strength. He completely out-boxed 
and out-punched Page. When the ring 
announcer read the unanimous decision 
for Tubbs, his corner exploded with joy. 

Muhammad Ali, Tubbs’s friend and 
mentor, had flown to Buffalo to watch 
his former protégé and sparring partner 
in action. Ali climbed into the ring, put 
his arm around the winner and an- 
nounced, “I told you so. I told you that 
Tony Tubbs would be the champion of 
the world.” 

For Tony Tubbs, the quiet, classy, cou- 
rageous young man from Cincinnati, 
Ohio, the long nightmare was over. 

* * * 

Jimmy Ellis, Monteque and Tony Tubbs 
are sitting in the E] Privado disco of Car- 
los’ n Charlie’s on L.A.’s Sunset Strip. 
The place is jumping, Jimmy Ellis is ex- 
plaining their plans for unifying the 
heavyweight division, and I’m not listen- 
ing. What I’m listening to is Tubbs sing- 
ing softly to himself, along with a Stevie 
Wonder record. For a long minute [ lis- 
ten, and I’m astounded, because the man 
can really sing. He’s matching Stevie, 
note for note, the highs, the lows, the 
style, the emotion. I look at Tubbs and, 
for the first time, I’m really struck by 
what an extraordinary character he is. 
Not an ounce of failure or success is re- 
flected on his face, not a trace of bitter- 
ness or arrogance. He’s as impeccably 
dressed as a Vogue model. He’s charming, 
disarming and civil. 

For a moment I try to tune back in to 
Ellis, hoping that what he says is true. 

For somewhere between the Ultimate 
Pain, the bad politics and the Ultimate 
Payoff lies the career of Tony Tubbs. And 
if his luck would only come close to his 
skills and his courage, maybe I won’t have 
to ask why no one knows who he is. 
Maybe the world will discover that Tony 
Tubbs is indeed a real champion. 
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Orlando, Florida's Shawn 
/s 4 36-Ytur-0ld model and 
homemaker. She likes #ishing 
4nd Cymping, And dreams of . 
beng spoiled in alusurrous Setting 
Ly two men ford whole weekend. 
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Kay 1s 28-year-old student trom 
Mountlake Terrace, Washington. She's 
real athlete who's info Skydiving and 
Screwing and dreams of Abin 
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ARE YOU WOMAN ENOUGH 
FOR BEAVER HUNT #6? 
% ‘ ' a Our eager Beaver Hunt Editor, whose sole job is to 
\ scrutinize every last one of the sexy Polaroids we 


Photo by Husband receive each month, is determined to make our an- 
nual collection of Beavers the hottest ever. He’s is- 


\ 
\ 


: Waterskiing And Sewing Are Sexy Christine's suing eae oa = “i — apelicents be- 
, , x : : tween the ages of 18 and 75-and maybe even a stray 
a /nqin hobbies. The 40 year-old Ohio housewife. pet or two. Send him a couple of color photos, and | 
Santas/zes dtout having Gn orgy with 4 hunch of use the model release on page 110. If he likes what - 
fi nd. be Hy b y he sees, he’ll send you a check for $100. Help keep 
ViCnas a: € PEAC/. this guy busy; it’s all he has to do in life. ‘ 


Here is the model release you must send with your 
entry (preferably more than one photo) in 
HUSTLER's Beaver Hunt contest—see page 105. 
Models should be shown totally nude, and faces 
must be visible. Novelty photos will be considered. 
To increase your chances of being chosen, you 
should send in a copy of some form of photo ID, 
such as a driver's license, along with this release. 
Mail to: HUSTLER Beaver Hunt, 2029 Century Park 
East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. 


Please Print 


Zip 


Date of Birth Phone (include area code) 


Model's Social Security Number 


Occupation 


Hobbies 


Sexual Fantasies 


Include separate sheet if necessary 


Photographer 


NOTE: PRIZE MONEY SENT TO MODEL ONLY 
thereby give HUSTLER Magazine, its affiliates, successors 
and assigns, and those acting under its permission or upon 
its authority, permission to copyright and/or publish any 
photographs of myself with or without my name and to 
make any changes or any additions whatsoever to such 
photographs, portraits or any of the above information. | 
understand that editorial matter will accompany these pho- 
tos and that my can be published in another 
affiliated magazine for an amount to be determined by that 
magazine. | certify that | am of full age and am 

of full legal capacity to execute the foregoing 
authorization. 


| DECLARE UNDER PENALTY OF PERJURY THAT ALL 
OF THE INFORMATION | HAVE GIVEN ABOVE IS TRUE 
AND CORRECT. 


Model's Legal Signature Date 
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STAR FANTASY 


$25 


NOT EXPENSIVE 
ONE & TWO GIRL CALLS 
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EXCELLENT 
SHORT & LONG CALLS 
SAME or DIFFERENT GIRL EACH TIME ALL DISCIPLINES 


x MC/VISA 214/458-0400 24 HRS 
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Ask for FREE Long Distance Call Back 
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PHONE SEX 
We're Nasty 

> », Little Girls Looking 

For Big, Hard Cocks 


To Fuck . 
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(i-SPOT VIBRATOR’ { 


THE MOST EROTIC 
DISCOVERY IN YEARS 


Now, with the G-SPOT VIBRA- 

TOR you can find her G-Spot 

easily and expertly. The secret of 

this vibrator lies in a specially 

curved head, angled to point 

unerringly at the inner trigger 
point, the Grafenburg Spot! Its flexible 7” shaft 
of fleshlike latex yields gently to personal inner 
contours. Completely portable with batteries and 
free photo-illustrated instructions included. 
$14.95. Money-back Guarantee. 


The G-Spot Explained 


THE COMPLETE MANUAL 

OF SEXUAL POSITIONS 
Brand new book of sexual positions 
with over 200 photos — many in 
blazing color — features foreplay, 
P.C. muscle, threesomes, and a 
multitude of positions for couples 
including anal and oral positions. 
EXTRA! The latest detailed infor- 
mation on the Grafenberg Spot. 
. When properly stimulated, this “G- 

spot” can lead to intense, unique 
orgasms of a power never before thought possible. 
Explicit 7" x 10” paperback is the most complete 
picture book of sexual positions ever offered. Na- 
tionally advertised at $14.95, now available for just 
$9.95 with money-back guarantee. 


SAVE: Special G-Spot Offer: 


This vibrator PLUS the only sex manual 
with photos and a chapter on the Grafen- 
burg spot! G-SPOT VIBRATOR and THE 
COMPLETE MANUAL OF SEXUAL POSI- 
TIONS SET just $19.90. 


FREE PHOTO BOOK! 


To Introduce you to Adam & Eve's ex- 
clusive line of sexual bestsellers, we're 
making an unprecedented Introductory 
offer! A FREE 176-page book bursting 
|, with dozens of explicit, close-up photos of 

_ the most arousing sexual positions you've 
| ever seen! Send just $2 for postage and 
handling and we'll rush your free photo 
book plus illustrated 48-page catalog. 


101 SEXUAL POSITIONS 


That's right! Over 100 il- 
lustrated sexual positions are 
included in this all-new photo 
book of sexual love. In 101 
Sexual Positions, you will learn 
techniques handed down 
through the ages and lavishly 
illustrated in dozens of never- 
before-published photos. 160 
pages. Introductory price, only 
$3.95. 


BANNED 


The exclusive new Illustrated Kama 
Sutra is a picture book of sexual posi- 
tions you will never forget! Dozens of 
positions for sexual intercourse, oral sex, 
sex with erotic sex aids and more! Each 
position shown with explicit full-page 
photos. Incredible introductory price, just 
$3.95 (money back guarantee). 


SPECIAL OFFER! 


Buy all 3 books — the Free Photo Book, 101 Sexual Posi- 
tions, and Kama Sutra — at an incredible savings! Only 
$7.95! 


FREE GIFT! 
All orders sent within two months of the date in the 
cover of this issue will include a FREE MYSTERY 
GIFT, Sensuously Yours, from Adam & Eve! We can't 
tell you what It is —but we promise it will be something 
you'll love! A guaranteed $5.00 value, it's yours 
absolutely free with your order! 
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VIBRATIONS! 


FOREPLAY TO LOVE — The all-new multi-speed vibrator with 
six attachments! The most complete vibrator kit ever offered. 
Just check the attachments — textured and non-textured 
massagers for all-over body exploration, a clitoral cup de- 
signed exclusively to “hit the spot,” two penetrating massagers 
for deep arousing sensations you'll never believe! Constant 
power electric and multi-speed! You set the speed for maximum 
pleasure. Just $21.95 with money-back guarantee 


FREE INSTRUCTION BOOK! 


With any vibrator you order from this ad, we will include 
free Electric Ecstasy, a book which explains in careful and 
explicit detail the myriad ways of using vibrators for maximum 


sexual pleasure. Also included: Diagrams and information on 
manual stimulation, foreplay, the best ways to use vibrators 
with your partner, and more! This illustrated booklet is yours 
FREE with any vibrator you order from this ad 


MASTURBATION ART! 


An erotic and explicit 
book in both text and 
photos that explores the 
myths and predjudices 
about masturbation and 
autoeroticism, Lavishly  il- 
lustrated with over 190 ex- 
plicit photographs in color 
and black and white 
showing masturbatory 
techniques. Guaranteed to 
turn you on and on and 
on .! Just $7.95 with 
money-back guarantee. 


HOT FIRE SPECIAL! 


HOT & SWEET — This passionate 
blonde woman discovers that only the 
biggest super stud in town can satisfy 
her aching young body. So hot, the 44 
pages of this magazine practically ex- 
plode with the heat of their passionate 


lovemaking. You'll love every explicit color and black 
& white photo here. $9.95 

ON FIRE — An incredibly volup- 

tuous Oriental lass teams up with a 

Je virile bearded white man. . .and the 

1.!"} creamy ecstasy of their afternoon is 

captured by our uninhibited photo- 

Pd grapher. 48 wonderful pages packed 

[~. with color and black & white photos 

“$0 explicit, they're almost hot to the touch! $9.95. 
FABULOUS HOT FIRE SPECIAL! 
SAVE!! Both Books only $12.99. 

SPECIAL CONDOMS! 

Your choice of the best men's pater odes including Trojans, 

ribbed Texture Plus, and NEW DOUBLE PLAY, the revolutionary 

new condom that stimulates both inside and outside. For men 

who prefer a snugger fit, we offer Slims — the condom that is 

5% smaller, Choose from 36 brands of condoms, including natural 

membrane textured and colored. Plain attractive package assures 

privacy. Sample pack of 21 condoms, $6.00. 


Send this coupon with your check, money order or credit card information (for orders over $10.00) to: 


PO Box 900, Dept. HU-56 
Carrboro, NC 27510 


Adam & Eve@ 


Please rush in plain package under money back guarantee: 


C) #12V G-Spot Vibrator se 
Q #26G Complete Manual of Sexual Positions$ 9.95 
() #N16 G-Spot & Complete Manual Set . $19.90 
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() #FB2 Free Photo Book $ 2.00 

$ 3.95 

©) #8K Kama Sutra . $ 3.95 
(1) #R15X Free Photo Book, 101 Sexual 

Positions & Kama Sutra $ 7.95 

() #A4 Foreplay To Love Vibrator $21.95 
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ITS TEXTURED! 
ITS MULTI-SPEED! 


Give your favorite lover 
the VIP treatment with 
this flexible multi-speed 
vibrator, It has all the 
best features. It's flexi- 
ble and textured. And 
now it's variable speed! 
A quick twist at the base 
adjusts the vibrator 
from a low tingle to a 
powerful throb, Made of 
pliable rubber, it yields 
to body contours a full 
8 long. Only $9.95. If 
you are not completely 
Satisfied your money 
will be refunded in full 


PHEROMONE PLUS™ 


Astounding Biological Breakthrough! 


At last, a breakthrough in biological 
research can make fantasy a re- 
ality! Now pheromones, those 
naturally produced sexual scents 
which have eluded the grasp of 
scientists for years, have been 
isolated and concentrated in the 
laboratory. For years we've known that animals pro- 
duce powerful, special scents to attract the opposite 
sex from as much as 10 miles away! But humans 
seemingly have lost the ability to produce effective 
pheromones. The great seducers of history— 
Casanova and Don Juan, for example, may have 
possessed this lost ability. Each was reputedly 
blessed with uncanny sexual magnetism. Now— 
thanks to modern science—you can possess this 
powerful animal magnetism. . .with Pheromone 
Plus! This unique concentration of pheromones in 
a manly scented aftershave and cologne can open 
up a whole new world of sexual adventures. With 
Pheromone Plus, youll possess the biological 
seductive fragrance that can raise sexual desire in 
each and every woman near you. See for yourself! 
Order today—risk free! $14.95. 


ENHANCE™ 


Revolutionary 
New Sex Aid! 


Discover the incredible dif- 
ference this brand new erec- 
tion aid can give! Unlike 
other round or “endless 
brand” devices, Enhance is 
the first erection aid ever to 
be specially shaped to fit the 
contours of the penis. That 
means no more sacrificing 
your pleasure to prolong her enjoyment. Special 
patented shape slips on erect penis easily, even 
after penetration. The “open underside” permits the 
urethra to be unrestricted allowing the natural flow 
of semen for orgasmic pleasure. Enhance can be 
worn safely for hours. Its washable single piece 
frame is covered with a soft, seamless, surgical latex 
“skin” for the ultimate in comfort and durability. Its 
flexibility insures a “never too tight” fit regardless of 
the size of the erection, $11.95. 


MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


You may try any of the items in this ad in your home 
at our risk! When you order from Adam & Eve, you may 
take up to 10 days after the merchandise arrives to be 
sure each item is completely satisfactory. If not, just 
return the item for exchange or full refund — no 
questions asked 


HU-56 


MasterCard 

Acct. # 

Expires _ - 
Signature 


Visa 


© #5LL Masturbation Art 
() #5H Hot & Sweet 

() #K5 On Fire 
t 


| #R21X Hot Fire Special — Both Books $1 

#C4 Special Condom Sampler 

#7A Multispeed Flexible Vibrator 

#3S Pheromone Plus 

| #7S Enhance Sex Aid 

#FGM Free Mystery Gift with all orders placed 
within two months of cover date!! 


OVER 1,000,000 
SATISFIED 
CUSTOMERS 


BI-SEXUAL Pe 
MAGAZINES Swer 


FREE? 


SEX CATALOG!...56 CUM- 


DRIPPING COLOR PAGES TO 
MAKE YOUR COCK ROCK- 
HARD & READY! 


* Andros!... The cologne that puts 
women in heat and makes them seals to BI-MAG $7 
suck ond fuck you! [_] 3 OTHER 
* 1985 Porsche... A free chance to BI-MAGS, OUR 
win this fabulous European sports cor. CHOICE , .$16 
he hottest deal on wheels! ] BOTH, 
. $70: 00 Werth of sex Adel ONLY $21 
‘or only a postage and handlin, : 
fee. A pers Sara of pa tor polene & Nii g. 


pleasing surprises! . 
Matis right! atts in the cou- MARK’S, Box 1267, Studio City, CA 91604 


pon below and we'll rush you 
our newest catalog packed 
with hundreds of red-hot 
magazines, fuck films, 
body oils and cunt- filling 
vibes and dildoes, Plus a 
FREE sample of Andros 

... Magic Sexspot Game 
.-. 1985 Porsche 

Contest sed 


Send in 


[] THIS EXACT 


THE NAUGHTY LADY'S 
TELEPHONE FANTASIES 


bang me Products, Inc 
©. Box 5041, South Norwalk, CT 06856 


hos send me my “Bedside Companion” in an unmarked _NEW YORK _ 
envelope absolutely FREE! (21 2) 929-5056 
Canadians! Send coupon to; TLC Morketing, Inc., PO. Box 722, 

DETROIT 


PLEASE TYPE OR PRINT CLEARLY! 7 6y 


(313) 949-6400 


| Niagara Falls, Ont. L2E6V5. All orders shipped from within Conada 


NAME CALL: _WASH., D.C. 

SIGNATURE (1. om over 18 years of oge) _ (301) 294-0506 

ADDRESS : satis daa FLORIDA 
—— =e a ie a (305) 721-7700 


KINKy SECRETS 


Explore the dark world 
of forbidden fantasies. 
Ill make you cum 
again, & again, 


», DISCREET 
BILLING 


MC ISA 
= B (ais) 


115 668- -9506 


112 


Sweet Girls 


Waiting for you! 
Call Mary 

for Names, 
Addresses, 

Phone Numbers 

IN YOUR AREA! 
P.O. Box 345, 
Kenilworth, IL 60043 


1-312-274-9600 


I'm hot, 
wild 
and waiting... ~ 


FOR THE MOST 
SATISFYING TELEPHONE FANTASIES 


1-0216 


24 HOURS 


““ LAURA (212) 7 


MC/VISA 


KELLIE’S OF 
LAS VEGAS 


(702) 739-1449 


LIVE PHONE SEX 
LAS VEGAS GIRLS DO IT BETTER! 
24 HRS. 
VISA @ M.C. © AM. EXP. 
NO RESTRICTIONS 
OR LIMITATIONS 
DOMINANCE 


% 


18) 901-1966 


24Hrs ¢ MAJOR CREDIT CARDS 
DECEMBER HUSTLER 


HUSTLER. 


This page was removed by LFP as per legal obligation 


a ae The EROTIC MRAZ 
TELEPHONE NETWORK 


NEW YORK, NLY. F CHICAGO, ILL. 
(212) 929-6227 ’ : , (312) 454-9267 


ATLANTA, GA. 
(404) 432-4160 


DETROIT, MICH. 
313) 949-6840 


(303) 623-4214 


ROCKVILLE, MD. ae WINDSOR, ONTARIO 
(301) 933-2690 (519) 252-6356 


LOSE POUNDS & INCHES 
WITH OUR HIGH QUALITY DIET Al 
AND KEEP IT OFF WITH OUR SUBLIMINAL TAPES 


5 ¢ ¢@ AND PLAN 
3 ais : 10 
: @ Bi ae 
\a a ad gy 


GET % OUNCE .999 PURE SILVER COIN FREE WITH $45.00 PURCHASE Am i eVISASMC 
GET 1 OUNCE .999 PURE SILVER COIN/BAR FREE WITH $75.00 PURCHASE 1-800-428-2352 
LIMITED TIME OFFER ONLY! ORDER TODAY! INDIANA AND INFO 

TRIPLE STRENGTH 9. FASTLENE... . 250mg caf. 
1. AS MAGNUM . .355mg 10. VALENTINE .. .250mg caf. 
2. MAGNUM REGULAR STRENGTH 
11. LIT DONNA. .. . 100mg caf. 


cat. 


CASSETTE TAPE 
$9.95 
OTHER TAPES AVAILABLE 


7. EXCALIBUR ... ng caf. 
DOUBLE STRENGTH 


50 545.00 
8. DEXLENE ..., .250mg caf 


For 200 Pills |For 1,000 
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MAXIMUM 
POTENTIAL 


HEAVY 
DUTY 
VACUUM 
BULB 
BUILOS UP 
AMAZING 
AMOUNT 
OF SUCTION 


SURE SEAL 
LA mn 
CHECK | JNEEDS NO 
VALVE eA; RUBBER 
ASSURES aa 3 GASKET 
SUSTAINED SIMPLY APPLY 


SUCTION LUBRICANT FOR PERFECT BOND. 


Have you ever envied men who had tre- 
mendous penis dimensions? .. . erect 
measurements of 8, 9, even 10 inches? 
Many devices have been put on the market 
to massage, exercise and enlarge the male 
penis, but none comes close to the 
MEASURE-X. We gladly stack our 
product against any other enlarger on the 
market, regardless of price. Even electric 
models costing $60 and more. And to back 
up our claim we give you something no 
other company dares to give you — a 
money back guarantee with 10-day free 
trial. Amazing offer . . . amazing product. 
Won't she be surprised & delighted when 
she sees the new you? 
ADD $2 POSTAGE & HANDLING 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Ten-day trial offer. Full refund if you don't find 
the MEASURE-X produces the greatest 
suction and most pleasurable enlargement 
massage of any enlarger on the market, regard- 
less of price. 


Send To: VICTOR PRODUCTS, Dept. HUL02 
11736 Vose St., North Hollywood, CA 91605 


IN CALIF. ADD 6¥/2% SALES TAX @ PLEASE PRINT. 


Name 
Addr 
— _____ ip 
[—) CHECK — M.O. ( VISA [(] Mc 
Card # 


Expires 
($1 surcharge on credit card orders) 
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STARVING 
ACTRESS 


NEEDS TO EARN 


by PHONE 


I do them all! 
There’s nothing too 
“kinky” for me. 


TONI Sele cabin cetocrere verse? 
fe cvise | (818) 289-41 50 


ONE VIDEO PHONE CALL WILL CHANGE 
YOUR DEFINITION OF PHONE SEX FOR LIFE 


EA 
5a 
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for the 
Price of One! 


1-203-886-9501 
Six Calls for 
Re ee 


NOW OPEN 
24 HOURS 
We accept MasterCard and 
Visa or send Money Order 
to: 


(Donnas 


Phone-lVlates 


PO. Box 466 
Norwich, CT 06360 


HUSTLER DECEMBER 115 


MEN WANTED! Financially secure women 


nationwide looking for tove/sex!! Call Linda at 
1-312-262-6900. 


YOU OUGHTA BE IN PICTURES! Learn how to 
become an X-Rated Star! For complete illustrated 
guide send $25.00 to Darlene Dawn, P.O. Box 345-X, 
Kenilworth, I! 60043. Natural Fun! Good Money!! 


CHICAGO'S FINEST PHONE-SEX A\) 
Kelsey —All Fetishes 1-312-878-9640, MC, VISA, 


SEX!! EXPLORE THE SECRETS OF THE ORIENT & 
meet Hot Oriental Dolls who want to please you! Send 
$2 for information to MaiSin, Box 300, Kenilworth, 
Illinois 60043. 


Girls who “DO IT” on the 1st Date! $15 wil bring 
you names and addresses of “up-front” girls who 
want YOU! DO-IT, Box 7425, Chicago, IL 60680. 


$15 DAWN’S PHONE FUCK! kinky 
coeds discuss anything. All Major credit cards. 
415-931-8421 


MEN! HAVE FUN! MAKE MONEY! Provide special 
intimate services to ladies who request and pay for 
it. Details, $2.00. Special Services, Box 210-H, Ft. 
Lauderdale, FL 33302. 


$19.95 S&M PHONE. Daring Forbidden fanta- 
sies. 415-346-3209, credit cards 


HOT & LONELY STEWARDESS! I've traveled the 
world alone. I'll share all with you. Send S.A.S.E. and 
$5 for a revealing nude color photo to: KAY, P.O. Box 
16725, Irvine, CA 92713. 


TERM PAPERS. 15,287 available! Rush $2 for 306- 


page catalog. Research, 11322 Idaho, #206HY, Los 
Angeles, CA 90025 (213) 477-8226 


CINDY'S HOT TALK! 1-415-621-7637 $19 
VISA, M/C, AMEX Ten hot photos $20. 24 hrs. 


BIG BREASTED WOMEN!! Direct contacts of special, 
well-endowed ladies. Names, addresses and phone 
numbers. Send $15 to BBW, Box 59238, Chicago, Illi- 
nois 60659. 


$20 BEST PHONE! WC. VISA, A/E 24 
Hrs. HOT 2-Girl Call $40. (415) 861-4666 LIVE! 


PERSONAL ESCORTS LOS ANGELES AREA only! 
Mon-Sat., your location only. (213) 439-4393. Pretty 
ladies needed. 


KINKY PHONE SEX! /c. visa. A/£24 
Hrs. LIVE! $20 call (415) 861-4454 


BEAUTIFUL, sexy Mexican girls seek boyfriends! All 
ages. FREE phone selection. Latins, Box 1716-HC, 
Chula Vista, CA 92012. 


EAROTICA-—1-312-883-7294 
We love to Fuck & Suck. Specialists in any Fan- 
lasy and all Fetishes, just for you. VISA/MC/AMEX. 


PHONE NYMPHO 
will do anything! 


: Re, 8 4 
(212) 227-8299 vovsa 
DIRECT CALL AVAILABLE ; 
116 


“A.F.X. has demonstrated to us a true concern 
for their customers’ satisfaction.” 
—HUSTLER MAGAZINE 


OF BEING PED OFF by video dealers who promise 
you 12 movies for $100, then send you just one video tape 
with 12 previews on it. Come back to A.F.X,, the original, 
honest, Dependable Dealer whose X-rated film library lets 
you discreetly BORROW by mail: Over 5000 of the high- 
est quality full-length feature movies for the lowest cost 
of just $3.50/film, $9.95/video. If you prefer to buy, just 
send $39/video, $16.95/film. Satisfaction guaranteed or 
your money back. Serving the public since 1976. Send $2 
P&H for Free brochure and Giant color catalogs of 100's 
of movies & magazines, or just send $10.95 for one-year 
membership to: ALF.X., Dept. H-1285 
P.O. Box 344, Holbrook, NY 11741 


AMEX 


Oe, AND TITS! 
7: * 


Be 


~ 


VISA | want to 

MC ; swallow 
your 

creamy 


58 
am” 
MC/VISA/DC/AMEX 


1-800-648-1001 
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$25.00 PER 1,000 
$5.00 FREE GOODS 


1 Blue & Clear Capsule 
2 Large Diet Aid Capsule 


3 Small Yellow Capsule 
4 Little Sweetheart Diet Tablet 
5 30/30 Tablet 
6 Large Black Capsule 
7 Triple Layer Magnum (Longer Acting) 
8 Pink Tablet (Heart) 
9 Cap-Tan-Sun 
10 Magnum Tablet 
1 “Love Last'* Adult Only Formula 
12 Maximum Strength Sleep Aid 
13 Green A Clear Capsule 
15 20/20 Tablet 
16 Small Cross Tablet 
17 Mole Capsule 
18 Large Red and Black Capsule 
19 Large Yellow Capsule 
20 Spec Tablet 
21 Small Black Capsule 


800-645-1441 


24 HOURS 
IN N.Y. (516) 589-1131 


CAUTION: Persons under medical care should consult their 
physician. Products not intended for repackaging or resale 


ee 
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MC/VISA 
AMEX 
24 HHRS 


Beisometimes | get the itch 


so bad that all 113 pounds 


of me cries out to be 
rammed full of your love. 
»Are you man enough for 
‘me? If you think so, I'll 
send you 8 photos of me 


nude, posed just the way 
you’d want me. Please 


enclose $3 to cover the 


costs. Please hurry! 
DEBBIE GREENE, 
P.O. Box 483-197 
Bridgeport, Ohio 43912 
(P.S. I'm not a pro, but a 
real small town girl with 
jan itch for the big time.) 


IF MY CUNT 
COULD TALK 


it would say... 


Phone Sex! 
BISEXUAL 


NYMPHOS 
vailable Anytime 


“We'd love to share 
our fantasies 
with you!! 

Ask about our 
2-girl Sex orgy!!” 


a 
657-5580 


MEN’S MAG 
MODELS, & OTHER 
GORGEOUS NYMPHOS, 


INCLUDING: 
Candy Samples Colleen Brennan 4 
Bridgette Monet Mistress Candice 
Hyapatia Lee Becky Savage 
Mai Lin Jody Maxwell 


Jullet (‘Aunt Peg") Anderson 
MANY MORE to cum!! 


- _ CUSTOM-POSED NUDE 
LAROIDS YOU DIRECT * 


~ over the phone, of the girl 

you talked to!! 
NO fake ad photos, confusing multiple je 
ads, or “free phonesex” recordings! © 


. 21 rave men’s mag features PROVE 


we're the “Rolls-Royce of Live 
Phonesex!!”’ 


: 


» 24 Hour 


213-306-3508 


213-306-3358 | 
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aman. 
Video No. SEV 17 


JOHN HOLMES really takes care 
of this girl. .. he shoots her cunt 
with all “14" inches of his cock. 


Video No.SEV 9 Mag. No. 18 


'?) geo ae > _ . . = 
y oe wi @ > . ) y& if 
7 “as 


MAGAZINES 
$7.00 EACH (cores rrce) 
2 for $13.00 4 for $25.00 
4 6 for $36.00 


The hottest cunt in America, 
SEKA, shows you how to satisfy 


Mag. No. 43 


into her poop chute. 
Video No. SEV 29 


fucked by a huge cock. 
Video No. SEV 23 


The eatable VANESSA DEL RIO 
gets a monster cock jammed 


Mag. No. 49 


DESIREE COUSTEAU spreads 
her pussy wide while being 


Gorgeous RHONDA JO PETTY's 
blast furnace-mouth and rose- 
petal pussy will swell your cock. 
Video No. SEV 36 Mag. No. 58 


JOHNNY KEYES’ huge biack 
cock gets these girls screaming 
for more. 

Video No. SEV 4 


Mag. No. 74 


Mag. No.71 


‘g= FOR MASTERCARD - 
sex AND VISA ONLY 


ee 


OFFER VOID IN CANADA 
INDICATE ITEMS DESIRED 
VIDEO 
MAGAZINES COVHS CBETA 
ONO. 18 ONO.58 OSEV4 OSEV23 
ONO. 43 ONO.71 OSEVS OSEV29 
ONO. 49 C1NO.74 (CSEV17USEV 36 
CODER AME Seer oe et 
INCALIF. ADD 612% TAX $ 
POST. &HAND. $ 


TOTAL ¢ 


ERIK IMPORTS ..-..:, 
2326 Cotner Avenue 
Los Angeles, Calif. 90064 


ADDRESS 


City STATE zip 
METHOD OF PAYMENT (VISA (MASTERCARD 
CARD # EXP. 
SIGNATURE 


lam over 19 years of age and request this material. 
U Please send free illustrated brochure 


ne 
Lin 
e oauct 


THE ULTIMATE BLAST!!! 
Liquid Aromas..........:.s0000 $6.00 Per Bottle 


OP FIV ONO isisisiscessssiccaisiscscaaaesccigescccies $20.00 
Cocoa Scent ....... 1 gm $15.00 
ISG POD BOIS ua iitassscalensseesorbtesse 10 for $7.00 


A 
RUSH 


——_————_ DIET AIDS 
Super Diet Aid 


100 Blue Capsules... $15.00 
Ultra Diet Aid 

100 Red Capsules..........cccccscenee $15.00 
Pseudo Plus 

100 Yellow Capsules... $15.00 


Pius Caffeine Stimulants 
Call for Prices 


inNDSHOL see asestiyy 
Lactose 
Mannite Conoscenti.............. 


Order By Phone — Fast Service 
CALL (419) 473-1146 
Terms — C.O.D. plus Shipping 
Free Shipping on all Prepaid Orders. 
Certified Check or Money Order, 


Send To: Main Labs 
P.O. Box 6776 Toledo, OH 43612 


Mistress Monica's Phone Sex 


GET DOWN 
ON YOUR 
KNEES ano 
LICK MY ASS 
NOW, 
SLAVE! 


A 


“at 


ALL MAJOR 


ae CARDS = 


FANTASY CONNECTION! 


® A creative sexy 


\ 


a 


girl of your dreams iy 
will call you back€ 


% immediately for ai 


romantic experience 
§ of Ree your 
) desires. 


«=‘onN SLA VE GIRL 


yor’ 


(415) 


MC/VISA 


668-9520 


Keep me tied so 1 can’t say 
no to your wildest desires! 


NEVER 
WAIT FOR 
CALLBACKS 


THE ORIGINAL 
AND STILL #1 


TOLL FREE # 


if busy or you live in 


Michigan or Canada Call 


Call with any phone request 
One of our sexy girls will 
immediately call you back. 


Free Long-Distance 
CALL BACKS 


Send $2 Postage 
& Handling to 
GOURMET OFFER 


THE ULTIMATE IN 
ORAL PHONE SEX 


TINA : (212) 245-6222 
7 days-24 hours MASTER/VISA only 


PRE-PAYMENT: 3 calls for $100. Send check or 
M.O. to P.A. Inc. P.O. Box 1098 N.Y. 10101 
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EXTAS-X—For a trouble- 
ee free jerk-off, this 
‘one does it all! It SUCKS, 
PUMPS & VIBRATES TO REAL- 
‘LY GET YOUR HOT ROCKS. 
- OFF! Code 07120* $49.95 


FP BOT STUD—That’s night, 
this vibrotor actually gets 


SUS STUD — A pert-titted, 


blonde ‘nympho gets dicked 
by a horny clown with the big- 
gest cock in the big top. It'sa 
three ring circus seasion of 
sucking and fucking 


, ER UP—Yes, this one 
will ti tame the horniest size 


freak of them all with its 2° 


thick, 8" long vibrating power. 


Code 05199" $16.95 


Pi) COLDFINGER —just slip 
m= this classy number into 
her and vibrate her clitoris or 


pussy to an orgasmic explosion 
every time! Code 07138" $16.95 


TR THREE ORGY DROPS — 


P Give her (and yourself) 


[% KONG-DONG 
P ABLE: I's 14" 
a full 3° THICK to 


iE TOR YTOR —It 
enters gently and swells 

to {ill her up totally while the 
vibrating clit and vagina bum; 
get her off! Code 04945* $24, 


EDICAL 
ID—formeriy F one 
avajlable only from doctors, this on th 
special device helps you main- r 

tain a hard-on! Code 04564* their li 
$18.95 


the sexy. big blonde’s pussy! 
He's the sex freak sensation of 
iad century. You'l] marvel! at 

his snake-like monument of 
manhood! 


} FROLONG—1! you want to QM S 
see her beg you to stop ‘ 


instead of begging you for 
more. thin o! 


new thrills with NYMPHOMAN: 
IAG DROPS, SPURIOUS SPAN- 


PIZZA PARTY — Three del 
cious and norny-coeds work 
their luscious, sex-starved 
bodies into a frenzy and give 
the big-dicked aetvers bey 
atip he won't soon forget! 


v ECEIVER — Sexy cub 
reporter gets the inside story 
from the super jock, His quiv 
ering, 10" hard-on scores one 
touch down after another! 


UST — Hot, hurd 
sex byaswinging 
foursome undera pulsating 
summer's sun! It'sthe “dick 
days’ 


t August. 


, 


HFLY 
J ‘es, you ‘ve 

heard about it and how it can 

after shave contains Androsien = make a woman ctazy with the 

so they smell a good fuckcom: need for a stiff cock! Code 

inig! 2f, oz, Code 00471"$9.95 08243" $6.95 

Giant 4. oz. Code 00547" 

$16.95 


f Fuck YOU—Yes, thie men's 


(Ty surer p ONG-9"LONG ¢ Ty HARD-ON PILLS —Get in- 
P 2°THICK—Fill her to the ma stant orotic energy for 
brim with thin life-like and flexi- those momenta when your 
bie largerthan-life lady taming spirit is willing but the flesh is a 
dong! Code 01654" $12.95 little weakened! Code 09407" 
$5.95 


ESKITTENS — 

Candy" popes Annie 
Sprinkle and Little Jilly Marasa 
titzapoppin’ tio of melon: 
busted private eyes, The big- 

sex kittens are outto 
save the world from the forces 
otevil 


THE ILLUSTRATED Laas 


arches 


large your 
cock in only 
UNCENSORED SEX TRIO ix week 
Great package deal book 
trio tells you everything 
you'll need to know about hy to nee 
giving and getting great 4 
head! AD three books for == Code 
only $12.95 Code 05595" is em $i2-98 


C rT < ANGE 
Horse-cocked cowboy gets 
his 10" bucking bronco tamed 
by a beautiful, dark-haired 
oe Watch him ease into the t fi v der char 
saddle and thrust his ramrod- for the items I have ted below Thay dd 


stiff dick inside her. 


CANADIANS 


ta yous TLC Marketing 3 *ofitems 

uate = Ni : nt. LAEGVS, Pie i ordered subtotal 

con mal 

Guarantee! 4, fi 

Every item in this 
adcomeswithafool- | ‘ame 
ee Sine Tay Signature (Lam over 18 years of age) 
home trial, you Address 
aren'tcompletelyde- | | ., . ? 
lighted, just return ae State Zip 
your purchase for a VISA | MasterCard Interbank No Mo Yr 
prompt full refund. | anibelehiet Ex 


No questions asked. 


nculation-delay 
ISH FLY HARD-ON DROPS! All Sion Wl aie Coo hres 


3 for just $14.98 Code 05637* 


The battary’ s already is in 


the “clit-etimulating’ bumper 
and the adjustable ring keeps 


you harder! Code 02717*¢19.95 she'll feel really probed! Code 


a’ 
vibrator plus § great al 
tachments let you give every 
ass ihe pleasure or pain it 
needs! Code 00805*$24.95 


WET WILD AND eae HOT BOOKS! 


SUPER HOT DICK spinor more. Code 01875* 


Special Delivery 

10678* $5.95 

seo Buddies Code 10686* 
$5. 

Young and Willing 


Code 
10694* $5.95 
Save $$$ Get all Three for 
Only $14. 95 Code 10728 


stiff for those marathon fucks 
that make you a sexual “legend 
with the ladies’ Code 08400" 
$7.95 


(ee, RE, 


NYMP RSES —The lily 
white nurses’ uniforms are 
stripped from their withing, 
big-titted bodies as they shave 
ahomy patient's cock and 
prepare him forthe operation 
ofhus life! 


MING FANNIES — A 
sex: starved nurse lathers up 
the hairy muff ofa red-hot 
sleazer and shaves her pussy 
in preparation of things to 


o ~Two 
play for the price of one 
with this "double header” of « 
dildo that Jooks and feels so 
very reall Code 06936" $12.95 


ck—ADD @7 
ive TO YOUR PENIS 
LENGTH—Just alip this cock ex- 

tender on like a condom and 


05611" $6.95 


Ly TOR —It vibrates 
your dick to a new dimen- 
sion and when the buzzing 
vibes of the “clit banger” hit 
her button--ORGASMIC! 
Code 04831)" $9.98 


P creme koeps your cock 


If coupon is removed, products can be ordered from VPI, RO. Box 5040, South Norwalk, CT 06856 


THE TRANSSEXUAL PHE- 
NOMENON! — Bizarre yo faw IT TRA = . 
ADVENTURESINORAL  cinating volume explotesthe RRRSES 
SEX—It'sallhere... how kinky world oftranssexuals sen iage on Sth 
toinspire multiple orgasms, Wwormen l Mia: close-up scenes of beautiful 
special positions, fellanc trappedin § She-Majles in action! 
techmques, and so much mene ' 4 
bodies and 
» vice-versa! 0 
\ 
Code 02378 _ 
$9.96 


STON Bs oan 

\e most bei fu She- 
I Male history & you can 
watch everything she does 

* with all his/her DOUBLE 
equipment! 


GET BC 


A FULL-COLOR 
CATALOG OF 

EROTICA WITH 
EVERY ORDER 


Tre 


total P&H Enclosed 


These videos 


Bre 
eS are of ahighly 
a explicit 
; : nature. 
|| Purchase by 
minors 


prohibited. 


MPZ3CSH 


HOTTEST YOU WANT 
PHONE D ANYTHING! 
FANTASIES «fy = 


24 Hou: 


ECSTASY \10" LINE| | asesage tance 
= iis 714-261-1144] 


212/517-3958 ( 


——— MEN AVAILABLE ON REQUEST 


FREE PHONE SEX 


© Get Off Over the Phone @ 
Call our sexy ladies now 


Free 
1-901-452-5786 


e 

Be ct tie td ae 
Girls, guys, couples and bi'snames @ 
b 

e 


and phone numbers local who want 


to meet you 
Call Swingers Hot Line 


2£1-901-458-6593 xa 
ec RO. Box 22705 Hy e 
Memphis, TN 38122 te) 
@0208080080080808008 0 


¢ Donna’s Phone Sex « 


Butt-Fuck My Ass 
WeleDeE 
OPEN, BABY! 


24 HRS. 
MC/VISA 


*STRENGTHS. Call Toll Free 
LISTED BELOW 800-221 Eh, 1 833 
IN NJ 201-838-5254 


WE SHIP C.O.D. or 
PRE PAY: AND SAVE 


" FREE SHIPPING 
TWO THOUSAND MINIMUM 
& for free shipping 
One bottle order add 
j $3.50 for shipping 
(Please no personal checks) 


PHARMACEUTICALS, IN( PRICE PER 100 
== a Siena Bottles of 100 pills 
415 Macopin Road : 
Many New Products Available i S available in Db 


3 A-DAY DIET PLAN SW epi tiara! of 
15, WEIGHT NO MORE 30.00 , 


j C 
ytties of 100 


YOUR MISTRESS 
IS WAITING 


ot: 


re, ow 
(‘SSG ASSASGRBERAAaA AS BS e ee 
NP BLS To) (2) Ao « 


MISTRESS MORGAN 
(212) 582-8181 
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HUSTLER. 


This page was removed by LFP as per legal obligation 


SEE BACK COVER 


Name 
Address 


City 
State/Zip 
Card # 


Expiration Date 
List titles by name and amount 


Sub Total 


Shipping & Handling _ 99.09 


NY res. add 8 1/4% sales tax 
TOTAL_ 


Signature (No order shipped without! signature 
certifying legal age) 


Enclosed is (j}Check |/Money Order 

JVISA (Mastercard 
Format: ()BETA “VHS 

Command Video Catalogue $5.00 

All tapes guaranteed 100% agains! defects, if 
returned within 10 days. All tapes are discreetly 
packaged and shipped by private courier (UPS) 
You must use stree! address, no P.O. box. Order 
5 of more tapes and shipping & handling are FREE 


SE-1 
4540 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10036 


* 7 Days - 24 Hours 
* MC/VISA 

* Thousands Satisfied 
* More Phone Lines 
* More Sexy Girls 


The Original! 


TOLL FREE — 
After New Tone — 


JENNIFER'S 


415 929-6963 


+ NO collect 
Pat callbacks 
] + ALL major 
credit cards 
¢ 24 hours 


XXX. 
phoneline 
$25.00 


DOMINATION AVAILABLE 


PAC/VISA/AE - 


(818) 506-8824 


FREE long-distance call bocks 


Discreet and Sensual! 
Call with any phone request, 
someone hot and sexy will 


immediately return your 
call — TOLL FREE! 


And Still #1 


(For Tone Phones, Metro - USA faves) 


OR TRY 


(For USA Outside Michigan) 


Our phone number won't appear 


on your phone bill (your phone number 


will appear on our bill). 
If busy try again . . . or call 

(Not Toll Free) 
If In Canada - Only Use This. 
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MADAM _‘‘X”’ 


PHONE 
FANTASY! 


Painful Pleasures 
Await As | Bring 
You To Your 


Knees! Call Me 
If You Dare!! 


SLAVE 


PUSSY IS 

WET AND 
READY 
FOR 
you! 
My friends 
and I at Las 
Vegas Les 
Girls want to 
Sajoney just 
c you so 
call me. 


4 
(702) 367-2201 


Maitor Credit Cards 24 Hrs. 


GODDESS MONIQUE 


The Supreme mi: stress! 


(212) 349-6229 weve 


DIRECT CALL AVAILABLE 


Call Toll-Free 
1-800- 
621-5156 


EXPOSURE 
or Box 2006, Houston TX 77252 
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TAKE ALL THIS... 


IMMEDIATE DELIVERY!! 


Take as many items as you want Absolutely Free! Just | 
send us your name and address on the attached Catalog 
Request Coupon. Your catalog and Free merchandise | 
will be shipped immediately. No purchase is necessary. | 
Order later from our catalog if you wish. 


ees 


> Ye 
WARNING: 
This ad offers forbidden 
material not offered by 
other dealers. Only those seeking 
the most shocking hard-to-get 
items of bizarre & unusual sex 
should respond to this ad!! 


1. 69 COEDS-Teacher gives an oralexam} 6.NAUGHTY NOOKIE-Her girlfriends <h 
they'll never forget! They suck his 8” lolli-| spread her wide to let the guys fill every femal ’ ~“_ 
pop, too! holel! unaws.._f j 
2. MAMA'S SEX-She's overcome by the| 7. BOBBYSOX SEX-Curious girls play "Best i 

a 


delivery man’s 10” piston, but soon she} with dicks and clits as only horny first- 
moans and begs for more!! timers can!! 

3, RAVISHED LADIES-innocent women | g. PRICKTEASING PLAYMATE-She takes 
ose their virgin cherries in a wild} jtin the ass, mouth, cunt and tits from four 
orgy! | guys at the same time!! 

4. HOUSEWIFE WHORES-Hard cocks| 9. ASSFUCK FRENZY-Raw rears meet 
and wet cunts turn these hot house- | pounding pistons in a red-hot orgy of 
wives into screaming sluts!! pain and pleaure!! 

5. FEMALE PRISONERS-Guards at the | 10. THE FARMER'S WIFE-She's hot for i) 
Detention Hall spread tight pussies for anything and enjoys fucking everything! 
full-climax action! You won't believe your eyes!! 


:A€* FORBIDDEN Sex Magazines | 


1. PEACHFUZZ FUCKERS 6. BITCHES IN BLUEJEANS 
2. BOUND TO BALL 7. BANGING IN THE BARN K-4A/ 


. NN ~ Lc 
3. THE SEX PRISONER 8. CUM-COVERED CUTIE AG Lop ee 
4. LITTLE PETER EATER 9. NAUGHTY NEWCOMERS ‘ BARGAIN WAREHOUSE ¢ Dept. Hu-102 * Box 93159* L.A., CA 900939 


5. BUTTBANGING ORGY 10. BABYFACED BLOWJOB g CATALOG REQUEST COUPON t 
ne ae ee ee FREE MERCHAN DISE | Enclose $ Postage. ’ 

Check Items Desired Below (Refunded on any order from our catalog.) 

FORBIDDEN COLOR FILMS 14 ttems-$é 10 ltems-$10 20 Items-$2 
a O1 = 2 =e 3 O04 =o 5 All 30 tlems-$25 (Viewer-Add $1.87 Postage) 1 
1.SPANISH FLY-Special formula 6.CLIMAX DELAY FORMULAFor gf (J6 [i7 (18 O98 110 ‘ 
gets her hot for your action--fast! stall premature ejaculation forever! 4 FORBIDDEN SEX MAGAZINES i 
2.PROLONGED HARD-ON FORM- 7. 8°’ SLIP-ON COCK-Slides over 04 m2 03 04 15 Name as ox | 
ULA-Keeps it hard all night long! the penis for larger, deeper thrills! j . 16 7 ; 18 59 ~ 10 iy 
3.KNOCK OUT PILLS-Sure-fire, 8.FRENCH TICKLER-Original Euro- i =: : : = Address _j 
fast acting placebos do the trick! pean aid for fuller female climax! SIZZLING SEX TURN-ONS 3 


4. MULTIPLE ORGASM FORMULA 9.LATEX RUBBER COCK-This fee Hy 2 03 O04 OS low 4 
Make her come again and again! of-flesh dick will drive her wild! 766 O7 oO8 o9 o10 fl 
i 

vel 


5.ERECTION PILLS-Super spur- 10.SWINGERS PHONEBOOK-Cur- i SS 
ious exciters get it rock hard fast! rent numbers of horny women!!  ] FREE Viewer (With Any Film Order). | State Zip : 
fa Sem Se OS OS eo eee 


We're ONE CLASS ACT 
I’m GABRIELLE, 
My Girls and I want 
YOU ... Cum with 
us NOW! 
24 hrs., low 
per min. rates 


IS IT WORTH $20 IF WE 
GUARANTEED YOU COULD 
ADD 3 INCHES 
TOYOUR ny 
om - 


PENIS! 
2 


AND GUARANTEED 
YOU COULD STAY HARD += 
AS LONG AS YOU WISH! | 


If the answer is yes, you 
need the APEX METHOD, a 
modern miracle that helps 
you to enjoy a fuller, 
longer lasting sexual 

ince. 
OUR PROVEN LATICES 
PROCEDURE WILL ALMOST/ 
INSTANTLY SHOW A 
DRAMATIC INCREASE IN 
PENIS LENGTH AND DIAMETER. 

@ ADD 3 INCHES OR MORE TO YOUR PENIS 

@ INCREASE YOUR PENIS DIAMETER 30% 

@ HELPS YOU CONTROL PRE-MATURE CLIMAX 

@ ALL THIS WITHOUT PUMPS, VACUUMS, 

WEIGHTS, STRAPS OR PLASTIC SURGERY. 
SPECIAL OFFER! 

Send half now and pay the balance only 
when you are completely satisfied. 
Regular Apex Method — gain up to 3 inches. 

o Guaranteed gain 2 inches...§20. Send $10 now 
and balance when you are satisfied 
Super Apex procedure — gain up to 4 inches 
Guaranteed gain 3 inches...$30. Send $15 now 
and balance when you are satisfied 

SATISFY YOURSELF. SATISFY YOUR SEX 
PARTNER. END SEXUAL FRUSTRATION 
AND DISAPPOINTMENT FOREVER! 
VALLEY MEDICAL - ROOM 1105 Dept. H1 2 
Box 1381 No. Hollywood, Ca. 91604 


HORNY | 8 (415) mcmisa 
| BUSINESS 1864-0263 


| DISCREET BILLING 


4 
ol - — —EE 


“Wanna wateh me 
a little blond Biteh, bat 


FREE Call Backs - ALL Major Credit Cards 


(818) 906-3041 f- . 


ve take special | 
requests for 
any taste. 
Nothings too 
unusual.” 

5 Honey 


Hot Lip 


Juliet has a pretty face & sensuous 
lips, nice soft tits & an uncut dick! 
See her use them all for pleasure 


MARKUS e Box 1267 @ Studio City, CA 91604 
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But PETG 
Prone Fantasies 


“Thrust your big, hard cock 
_ deep inside my tight, hungry 
asshole. | love to feel you 
pumping and grinding 
harder and faster 

as | squeeze your shaft 
with my ass muscles. 
Oooh baby... 

I’m cumming! 

Shoot your 

hot load 

_ inside me 

now!!” 


id} 


NO GRAB BAGS 
NO SUBSTITUTIONS 


THE EXACT MAGS ene 


ORIENTAL 
SYNDROME 


EXPLODE WITH ENERGY! 


TABS & CAPS 
“Xs FROM $1.99! é , 


TABLETS 


& CAPSULES* CHECK ITEMS DESIRED, CLIP ‘WHOLE f AD, SEND TO: 


FROM $1.99— 9.99/100 * 
$4.99—$34.99/1000 


UNLIMITED SUPPL i AIDS AVAILABLE 


Our HIGHEST QUALITY mental alertness aids and sleep aids are now available at incredibly low prices! 

We carry a TREMENDOUS SELECTION ot non-prescription pharmaceuticals to choose trom: 357 Magnums; 
20/20's; 30/30's; Pink Hearts; Mini Hearts; Mini Whites; White & Black Moles and many more too numerous 
to mention in this ad 

For the BIGGEST SAVINGS AND FASTEST SERVICE, call or send in your orders TODAY! All orders shipped 


gpg a maa CALL NOW! 
Wh MPU Ma 1 (402) 556-8081 


P. 0. BOX 3465 . OMAHA, NB 68103- 3465 24 HRS A DAY, 7 DAYS 


PERSONAL SERVICE, Dept. Hu-102 
Box 55093 e Sherman Oaks, CA 91413 
PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY 


Name “== 


Addr 


In Calif. add 61% sales tax 


Order Total $_ 
Add $2 postage & handling for up to 6 
magazines, $3 for 7 to 12 


FREE LIVE 
PHONE OEA 


Buy 1 Call Get IO Free : | NOTHING TOO 


: BIZARRE IN 
@ Live not a recording M@ Visa / Mastercard accepted @ Call DOMINATION 
™~ 


anytime, day or night ™® No personal questions asked @® Talk as 
long as you want ™@ No hassle, high satisfaction Sere 


@ (212) 809-4477 901-327-8009 
@ (213) 381-3191 @ (314) 361-7117 BS cREDIT canos 


SWINGER’S LIST 1-901-327-8811 


“dali, I'm Kanen. HORNEY 
[ love all kinds of sex. My tight Young pussy iS warm, 1 pe aa 
wet Oud waiting For Your stibf throbbing cock.” High Schoo! — 


Young and ready 

to ball. They 
show 
it all! 


All Color Photos 
Sample $3, Full Set $11 
CindyS. - 
P.O. Box 29557 
Thomton, CO 80229 


HEADS or TAILS? 


You choose ... Oral or Anal 


Ee = 
(213) 854-3425 


Direct Call Back upon request 
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SHERRY (212)741-0971 


24 HOURS 


RAG TS 


TALK-LINE 
$19.95 


i f (as) 
j a 346-3209 


‘ 
sai 


Pillow Talk 
International 


satin) litle My Cunt Is Deep 
.. ) My Ass Is Ready 
abt ay ye r Call Me Now 
am, “ <i way you like... y | 1 Can’t 
x aes, a % On! Wait 

i Re! Veh oil Se 


bw 


the price of 1 
between 
1&4 am 


es 


never vat Call Me Now: 


Ws BBB.95 Z Bees 


Visa, Mastercard or American Express 


' Or Send $20.00 check or money order 
33 == vs me / i i Box 89 6513 Lankershim Bivd. 
ay i ; HM) No. Hollywood, CA 91606 
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BUY ANY 2 AND GET ONE ABSOLUTELY 
FREE!!! That’s right! You get 3 ROCK-HARD 
ADULT VIDEOS for less than you'd normally 
pay for just one! ORDER NOW, and we'll also 
include our FULL COLOR CATALOG of videos, 
mags, films, and adult toys! HURRY----quantities 
are limited! 


Candy Samples, the “48-EE Queen of Sex" has got 
the BIGGEST, FIRMEST, MOST SUCCULENT 


“Little Oral Annie” is famous for one thing:INCRED- 
IBLE DEEP-THROAT COCK-SUCKING! When you 


Pound-for-pound, petite (98 Ib.) LONI SANDERS is 
the HOTTEST piece of ass in sex films! She absolute 


knockers in creation! In this cock-stiffening showcase 
video you'll see Candy do her famous “sweet-throat”’ 
blowjob, her 48” melon-massage, and a super-hot tit- 


see Annie swallow her lover's huge, fat tool RIGHT 
DOWN TO THE NUTS AGAIN AND AGAIN, you 
won't believe your eyes! Order now, and see why 


ly LOVES to have hot sperm squirt on her face! In 
this video she teams up with superstar BRIDGET 
MONET and her boyfriend for a CUM-SOAKED 3 


they call her “The Crown Princess of Cocksucking!" 


1 Hour Tape #FVM-13 


WAY sex encounter that'll knock your eyes out! 1 


HOUR TAPE #FVM-7 


sae 


fucking that makes her boyfriend gush jism all over 
her monumental mammaries! Don't miss it! 1 Hour 


Tape #FVM-33 


DIVERSE INDUSTRIES, INC. 7651 Haskell Ave., Van Nuys, Calif. 91406 
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ORDER BY PHONE 


7651 Haskell Ave., Van Nuys, Calif. 91406 
BTCC OOOOOOOOOOOOO OOS ee ee eee ene 


= PLEASE SPECIFY: : 
24 HRS. A DAY 7 DAYS A WEEK MASTERCARD OR VISA ONLY' 
: LISS ets (818)365-4593 : 
a = a 
~ CANDY'S BEDTIME STORY #AFVM-33 only $29.95! - — a 
Bs 
- LITTLE ORAL ANNIE #AFVM-13  onily$Z29.95! ~ 
= MASQUERADE #AFVM-7 only $29.95! r 
~ SUPER SPECIAL: ALL 3 VIDEOS #AFVM-40 only 59.95! . 
~ 41. TOTAL PURCHASES......... Sia iesecaiare’s\'sie'dia's a'sieve se a 5 
g 2-Calif. residents add 6% sales tax............-+0555 $s MUST SE MINIMUM OF 19 YEARS OLD . 
& 3.Postage, handling, guaranteed delivery insurance. .. $_3.00 igi a ee SE | eee 
4 4.For Rush Priority (Air Mail, U.P.S.), add $1.50....... $ Print Your Name & 
g 5- TOTAL ENCLOSED (Or Charged)...........0-000+5 a Address a 8 
Chis a Site ie 
~ with your order, a GIANT Explicit Video ; oWvenas ibUe TIMES esc. DEP . 
a Catalog or send $1 for Catalog alone. Sen a 


i _ AK oT On io =a = ANTTACIZVE I've got a RED HOT tip for you at 
DON’T JUST FANTASIZE mee 
aw aw Ee vm € — (Pe ee ak@w se Ae a ly p eek: 
AN =la\nw % fi ia ( byw ( | J 
P= | Be , ! \ ) 
f Oi Noe mw SG FE ove a 
Private | The Swingers {i 


t 


| 


+ 


B acounters | Exchange 
| Meet Hot Liberated ladies | Open minded couples and “ 
interested in pa erotic cehsipen ale seeking ¥ 
§ experiences! Call today ry single swingers. — 
for outrageous and | Call Monica anytime * — 
iW uninhibited sex! | for free information ae 
ls 21k 30-0813 | (213) 602-2307 


“homn(301) 933-2900 


Pee 


TEASERS EROTIC PHANTASIES 
“D want to be your call girl’ 
PAGAN 


. 4 
| GREAT DATES | MADAM HELGA’S 
= Sexy but sweet girls | Explore the secrets of 
| interested in love, | dominance, S+M, B+D, 


dating and marriage. | anal sex and other 
Call Nancy | forbidden pleasures. 


A (213)630-0932 


MEET R 


eee, 


‘ 
= 
“ 


—_— (206) 698-1800 —> 
=, NOV OAL GIRLS OF 1983 Ce 


PHONE SEX AT ITS BEST 


PRIVATE LINES 


Telephone Fantasies 


MISTRESS ELAINE 
STRICT & SENSUOUS SOFT & SEDUCTIVE 


IT’S YOUR CHOICE! 


(212) 807-8123 


MC/VISA ONLY 24 HOURS 
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We're making this special offer so wecan send 
you our giant discount catalog. Order any item 
from this ad and we'll rush to you $25 worth of 
free magazines! You can purchase the maga- 
zines shown below as well as take your $25 
4 worth of free magazines. 


: si al Nd Ee eS 
FULL SIZE e COLORFUL © FULL CLIMAX i 


| MAGAZINES! 3 


SAVE UP T0 80% 

NOT A DRY PAGE. 
COVER TO COVER FUCKING 
AND CUM SUCKING ACTION. 


1. SWALLOW MY LOAD 7. TIGHT CUNTS 

2. BACKDOOR GIRLS 8. RANCH STUD 

3. SHAVED PUSSIES 9. CUM COEDS 

4. CHERRY GIRL 10. ALL THE FAMILY IN 
5. BACKSEAT VIRGIN 11. LITTLE SUCKER 
6.GREAT DANE LOVER 12. TWO-HOLE FUCKED 


$5.95 EACH — ANY 6 $24.95 
ALL 12 — ONLY $34.95 


FE LS Se eS PO ETL 


VIDEO! 


1, LOLLIPOP GIRLS—These girls love to suck and sucking 
cock was juicier than their lollipop. 

2. TABOO LUST—Mom and dad and the rest of the family 
join in for a fuck-filled birthday party and orgy. 

3. CARNAL CLASSROOM—Mrs. Honeypot gets her big clit 
pussy stuffed by the eager studs in her class. 

4. ANAL LOVER—He climbed on her back and pushed deep | § 
inside. Watch as this chick takes her pet lover up her 
ass. 

5. LITTLE PEEP SHOW—A peeping tom watches a young girl 
masturbate then climbs thru the window and gets some 
tight pussy. 

6. WET SHOTS—Cum shooting everywhere — in her face, 
pussy and all over her ass. She washes herself with the 
slick juice. 


MINIMUM ORDER 2 FOR $12 EACH — TOTAL $24 
ALL 6 ONLY 88 EACH - TOTAL ONLY $48 


3 GOOD REASONS WHY OUR CUSTOMERS KEEP 
COMING BACK FOR MORE 
1. HIGHEST QUALITY 2. LOWEST PRICES 3. FAST SERVICE 
For almost 15 years we have satisfied our customers 
with the hottest adult erotica. Make us prove we 
have what you want. 


col. OR FI. M! ae 
a) i COLLECTION 
SAVE UP TO 70% — REGULAR PRICE $18 EACH 
PAY ONLY $4.95 EACH IN QUANTITY 
HOUSEWIFE WHORE—She fucks her neighbor while 


hubby is at work. He comes back and joins in. 
TEACHER'S PET—Cindy brings her teacher an apple. 
He rewards her with an A+ fuck in her tight 
cunt, 

. ASS BUSTER—He opens her up with a dildo then 
shoves his dick deep inside her backside. 


WET PANTIES—You'll almost feel the cream-soaked 
panties after the stud loads up her pussy. 


IN HEAT—The aroma of her juicy pussy drives Pop 
wild. He jumps on her and pumps her hard. 


. FOOTBALL NYMPHS—She takes on the team, fucks 
them dry, then masturbates because she can't get 
enough. 


a CHECK OR MONEY ORDER PAYABLE TO: 
COAST DIST. © Box 1426 Dept.HR12 Studio City, CA 91604 
MAGAZINES — $5.95 EACH — ANY 6 $24.95 — ALL 12 ONLY $34.95 
PLEASECIRCLESLECTIONS: 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 
FREE MAGAZINES — | have ordered one or more items from this ad. 
Please send me the 5 magazines | have circled free. 
eee A: re sO 2" OR Br A 


COLOR FILMS — $9.95 EA. — ANY 3 $5.95 EA. — ALL 6 $4.95 EA. 
PLEASECIRCLESELECTIONS. 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 


VIDEO — OOVHS CIBETA — 2 FOR $24 — ALL 6 FOR 48 
PLEASE CIRCLE SELECTIONS Pontes ote ards 


TOTAL OF ITEMS ORDERED $ NAME 
POSTAGE (COVERS ENTIRE ORDER) $ _$3.00 ADDRESS 
24 HOUR SERVICE (ADD $2) $ 


TOTAL ENCLOSED $ 


CITY 
STATE/ZIP 


WHAT’S LOVE GOT 
TO DO WITH IT? 


Dean 


Bad girls do it better and 
I’m the best you'll ever have ; 


IAN ZAN AN ANAS 
ZA JAI AR ZAK AAI 


the ORIGINA 


No Callbacks. 
Discreet Billing. 
All Major Credit Cards. 


the PENIS ENLARGEMENT METHOD 
that POSITIVELY 


ma Am @®™Wi BW OA B BS AB BW BS SB BS 


HARDCORE '!NTRODUCTORY OFFER 
VIDEO TAPES 78084 Tish § 


YOUR PENIS WILL GAIN 3 TO 4 INCHES 
IN JUST 2 DAYS ... OR YOUR MONEY 


| 
RY’ $ mer IS FULLY REFUNDED! 
jo) HUF ontY 1$, cach All 3 for 339, are 
tag | N oe Fe 


“or*/ OVHS OR OBETA ADD $4.00 POSTAGE & HANDLING 


Throw away those messy creams, weights and 
vacuum devices! Now with SUPRA 10 you will 
reach maximum dimensions — this simple, natural 
way! The SUPRA 10 method will prosthetically 
make your penis 3, even 4 inches longer, also 
thicker and firmer. It will also help in the control of 
premature ejaculation, You simple CAN'T LOSE, 
because the SUPRA 10is GUARANTEED TO WORK! 
Here is your chance to overcome the problems 
and insecurities of a penis that is too small. Gain 
self-confidence and your ability to satisfy women 
will sky rocket! Join the half-million men who have 
solved their penis size problems! The original 
SUPRA 10 is regularly $30. 


film see 
Out Cismum of thin case. 


é 
6 
é 
é 
é 
é 
é 
é 
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FC32 HODGE-PODGE FC33 ANAL CANAL FC34 LOVE BOAT 
HARD TO FIND VIDEO 


§ ORDER TODAY!  VISAORMASTERCHARGE ¢ MAGAZINES AT LO" 


6 
é 
6 
é 
é 
é 
é 
é 
6 
é 
é 


Whi Reta PHONE CREDIT CARD ORDERS DISCOUNT PRICES... INTRODUCTORY PRICE 
ie Residents Add sales hax. (Mon.-Fri. 9AM. to 4:30PM. PS.T) SEND $3.00 P&H FOR $19 95 
ORDERS DISCREETLY SHIPPED é 9.93 
COMPLETE COLOR BRO 
complete 
plus $3 for postage 


6 FROM STOCK UPSJUS.MAIL (513) G'7Q-8293 cHuRES & CATALOGS. 


e FREE WITH ORDERS.. 
FCA Video 220 s. ctascow INGLEWOOD, CALIF 90301 a 
~- @. @W W@W Oa OB ES EB A B SB BM BM AM 4 
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Send $22.95 to: SUPRA SALES Dept. 3018 
P.O. Box 64748 @ Los Angeles, CA 90064 


HUSTLER. 


This page was removed by LFP as per legal obligation 


MONTH 


WSTLER 


January 1986 issue on sale November 19, 1985 


GIRLS GALORE 

Women of all shapes and sizes cavort in the January issue of 
HUSTLER, with only one thing in common-they’re all stunning 
beauties who will leave you drooling. The sexy young blonde who 
starts off your new year just can’t keep her hands off herself. Or 
perhaps you'll prefer the exotic, erotic jet-setter who brings you to 
her penthouse suite. An unbelievable Palm Springs party for lesbi- 
an swingers features three horny sluts and the world’s largest sex 
toy. And if that’s not enough, we've also got an exclusive photo- 
spread on the voluptuous Ms. Nude America, who displays her tro- 
phy and a whole lot more. Finally, a buxom brunette indulges in 
some delightfully kinky fetishes just for you. 


TOTAL DESTRUCTION 

If you live in Los Angeles, or plan to visit, Roderick Thorp’s article 
isn’t going to make you very happy. Earthquake: The Death of Los An- 
geles is a terrifyingly accurate scenario of just what will happen to 
L.A. in the wake of the catastrophe that is virtually inevitable with- 
in the next 20 years. Collapsing buildings, tidal waves, firestorms 
and hundreds of thousands dead... it’s an unthinkable future 
that must be faced sooner or later. 


A DEADLY ARRANGEMENT 

It seemed like such a good idea at the time. But when George and 
Charlie agreed to share an apartment, and a woman, things were 
bound to get sticky. The perverse love triangle leads to a shocking 
climax in Peter Eklund’s gripping short story. 


THAT’S NOT ALL 

Our newly expanded Hot Letters column contains some of the 
steamiest reader-written eroticism ever; Bits and Pieces and Comic 
Relief continue to burst the boundaries of good taste in a hilarious 
fashion; the best and the worst in adult movies are laid on the line 
in HUSTLER Erotic Entertainment; Beaver Hunt roams the country 
in search of luscious muffs; and much, much more. January’s 
HUSTLER is definitely one to save! 


BEYOND “DALLAS” 

A. BEYOND “DYNASTY” 

; os AN EXPLOSIVE “CONTROL THROUGH SEX” 
# Division oF VoA LABS, INC. MINI-SERIES IN FOUR PARTS 

WHICH DESTROYS AN AMERICAN FAMILY. 


THE BEAUTIFUL NINA’S INCREDIBLE RISE TO A MOVIE STAR GODDESS 


‘ 
| TABOO 
AMERICAN-STYLE 


In Color/ RATED X COLOR CATALOG $3 


— DEALER INQUIRIES ACCEPTED 
“BRAND WEW PREVIEWS VOL. Ill for only VISA/MC ACCEPTED 
$14.95! (Pictured) A hot, HARDCORE sam- 


pler of our latest and grestest blockbusters, ae 4 ¥ i 
including DMJ Il, EVERY WOMAN HAS v Sy nth tetas hE igh 


CHATSWORTH, CA 91311 - TOLL FREE 
FANTASY, ROAT. EARS AFTER, Saye ’ 
iach “ausovorveavses se 1-800/458-4336 - IN CALIF. (213) 993-5858 


SEE COUPON ON PAGE 15. 


“THE MOST pt SRATED EXPERIENCE ae 


—R, Allen Leider/THE FILM JOURNAL 


“Has all the trapp ings of 
EX <CELLENCE that put 
Cecil Howard’s film 1s ina 
CLASS BY THEMSELVES 


The sex scenes throb I. OUTRAGEOUS! 
with sensuality and RIKKI HARTE’S 


FAREWELL TO 
ADULT FILMS! 


emotion!’ — doug oriver 
HUSTLER’S 
HIGHEST 
RATING 
EVER! 


PRESENTS... 


= Oy CECH 
__ HOWARD'S 


SHAKE EVES 


Coming to roll YOUR bones! 
LAURIE SMITH « RIKKI HARTE « JOANNA STORM « BROOKE FIELDS » CASSANDRA LEIGH « SHARON MITCHELL and starring JERRY BUTLER 


COMMAND VIDEO _ Tot FREE 1-800221-2227 | SPECIAL! IN A CLASS BY THEMSELVES ° THIS AD ONLY 
CECIL HOWARD SPECTACULARS ° *99 each on 3 ror $15 


1540 TORN Derr. SEI g PLUS +s siipPING 
SE went, FIRESTORM*SCOUNDRELS * OCTOBER SILK 


Cone OF TITLES AVAILABLE - SEE Sch on PAGE 124 CINEMA BLUE 7 VIDEO NEWS HUSTLER READERS 


